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dish which has been sprinkled with sugar. 
Bake in a 375 degree oven for about 30 
minutes or until the soufflé is light, puffy 
and delicately browned, Serve at once with 
Grand Marnier sauce. 

For a delightful sauce, steep crushed 


strawberries in Grand Marnier. a 


For delightful cocktail and 
gourmet recipes, write for 
our free booklet. The com- 
plete home entertainment 
cook book, The Spirit 
of Grand Cuisine by 
Saul Krieg, published 
by Macmillan, now at 
your bookstore. 
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CENSORSHIP IS DEAD... 
LONG LIVE CENSORSHIP! 


When the body politic, or some indeterminate federal force, 
or a committee of “representatives” takes upon itself the 
power to control human attitudes or legislate human emotions 
then you and we and the whole of our truncated social system 
are up the spout. This is censorship. When you go into a book- 
shop and pick up something that offends you, and you put 
that book down again this also partakes of censorship. 
There is a difference, however, and that difference is the 
difference between individual freedom of choice and authori- 
tarian suppression. 

Now that censorship on the federal (though not necessarily 
state and city) level has all but passed from the land, we are 
faced with a new and equally ubiquitous oppressor— 
Organized permissiveness. But since self-discipline is the 
only tolerable form of censorship then surely se/f-abusé 
must be the only practical, not to mention democratic, form 
of permissiveness. The rise of the underground media in 
direct and deathical proportion to the recession of censorship 
is like seeing America step gung-ho from the frying pan into 
the fire. It is not the nature of the phenomenon that disturbs 


ESCOTT 
WALLACE (FAR LEFT) 
GUNTHER (BELOW) 


us but its official line, its intellectual pretensions, its would-be 
authoritative pomposity and its whole, mind-numbing 
orthodoxy. 

Do-badders, it would appear, have already begun to replace 
the once unshakable do-gooders in our midst. They write 
eager nervous little columns in the press, and make overlong 
films and publish obscure books and can—at a moment's 
notice—produce an impressive assortment of medical, 
sociological and other institutional witnesses to re-finance 
their malnutritional economy of taste. They set up “watch- 
committees” under such emotionally charged titles as Arts 
Defense Council and Literary Freedom League, and their 
tactics are to seek out and expose censorship wherever it 
exists. The little man in the little bookshop who, for reasons 
of his own, may buck the permissive establishment by refusing 
to stock a copy of Thirty Years Under the Lash or the Encyclo- 
paedia of Anal Eroticism—tilustrated, or a copy of Penthouse 
for that matter, is their favorite target. Here is the infamous, 
albeit penultimate dissenter—the back street censor; the man 
who sells books because he loves them and because his 
books and his peace of mind mean more to him than profit. 
Not only is he an incurable censor, but his entire economic 
orientation is dangerously anti-American. He is either a 
pacifist-reactionary or a Jewish intellectual. 

Freedom is difficult to define: it is a quality of being rather 
than of doing, with subtle nuances of innate discipline and 
control. Like the sea, whose surface tension contains its 
oowerful movement and bulk, the level which freedom seeks 
is determined uniquely by the inner discipline of its own mass. 
Censorship is the damming up of information, hence the 
drying up of ideas, the drought, the dehydration of mind and 
spirit. Permissiveness, on the other hand, like absolute free- 
dom, is the almightly destruction of that dam and, as any 
farmer can tell you, a valley under six feet of water is no cure 
for a drought !—B.G. 


Anticipating Penthouse’s own author Irving Wallace, whose 


want to know who he is will have been closely associated with sex 


story, Max Gunther, who con- 
tributes an unsettling article on 
getting rich by playing the market, 
was born in England and came to 
the States in his early years. A 
Princeton man who became a 
Time contributing editor and is 
now an established freelance, he 
has not yet struck it rich as a 
speculator but says he supports a 
wife and three children on money 
made three parts by writing and a 
fourth part by investment. His 
advice is not likely to be needed 
by the subject of this month's 
Penthouse Interview: bestselling 
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latest novel is another runaway 
moneymaker. Still, if you envy the 
success of The Seven Minutes it's 
encouraging at least to learn that 
he was 44, with more than 20 
years of writing behind him, 
before he first hit the big time. By 
contrast the author of our hippy 
story A Fine Reliable Piece seems 
so reluctant to court recognition 
that he insists on signing himself 
as just James. He has published 
two novels under his full name 
and is working on a third, The 
Slow Story. from which this 
fiction is extracted. Readers who 


to await the novel's publication, 
In Britain, homeland of Dr 
Eustace Chesser, medical re- 
strictions would impose the same 
publicity blackout on the author 
of our article on the late Wilhelm 
Reich's theory of orgasm. But in 
this edition we are free to state 
that Dr Chesser is a consulting 
psychiatrist. and sociological 
lecturer, a member of the Royal 
Institution, and a Fellow of the 
Royal Society of Medicine. He is 
one of Britain's best known 
medical authors and broadcasters, 
and during most of his career has 


education and marriage guidance. 
Tony Escott, cartoonist respons- 
ible for the ribald religious lam- 
poon Monky Business, is a 26- 
year-old British freelance whose 
bizarre humor was a discovery 
of our U.K. edition. Besides car- 
tooning, he illustrates children’s 
books. Finally an introduction to a 
staff anchor-man: Fashion Editor 
Ron Butler. Aged 36, and an ex- 
staffer for True and Esquire, he 
writes a travel column syndicated 
globally through the Los Angeles 
Times. His wife is German fashion 
model Gerta Grudel Omn 


The Zodiac SST Movement 


A revolution in watches guarantees accuracy 
to one minute a month. 


The New Zodiac SST (Split Second Timing). With a new 
guarantee* in accuracy and dependability. Made possible by the most 
accurate watch movement Switzerland produces. 

You have to hear the SST to believe it. 

It actually ticks twice as fast as the watch you’re wearing now. 
36,000 oscillations an hour, to be exact. This ultra speed means 
extraordinary accuracy, exceptional resistance to the kinds of shocks 
that throw the average watch off. 

We've designed a new case for the SST. It’s oval shaped, in 
18 kt. gold electroplate case with stainless steel back. Self-winding, water 
resistant. Automatic day and date calendar. (Model #1901.) 

Other SST models: left, a round case in either 18 kt. gold electroplate 
orstainless steel case with a matching band. $110. 

Right, a tapered case in either stainless 
steel or 18 kt. gold electroplate, matching band. $110. & 
All with day-date calendars, self-winding. 

See the SST at any Zodiac jeweler. 
And more important, listen to it. 


ceed Zod ia 1212 Ave. of the Americas, 
New York, N.Y. 10036 


“Adjustments to this tolerance, if necessary, will be made at no cost for @ period of one year. 


Anglophile 

| have just picked up a copy, or should | say 
rare copy. of Penthouse and | am very glad to 
see it over here in Vietnam. | have spent eight 
years in England and | enjoyed every minute 
of it. | married a very beautiful British girl and 
have enjoyed married life ten years. | will say 
that British girls beat American girls hands 
down in all ways. 

Long live your mag—! hope you publish this 
letter—you have a great magazine, and | hope 
| keep getting it over here; it is gone soon. 
Long live Britain and its women.—Sgt. James 
S. Powers, 1st Fit. Det. (ATTN), APO SF 
96240. 


Increase your word power 

Read your section on increasing one’s vocabu- 
lary in the December issue—"'nigh" etc. While 
lolling around the National Guard armory each 
fourth weekend, we (some of the bad soldiers, 
voyeurs and molesters) came up with a similar 
work. It is based on the use of the prefix “ex” 
and, more important, making it at some time 
in the past with a girl with whom you don’t 
make it anymore. 

Examples : 

If you used to make it with a girl who worked 
as an usher in a theater she might be called an 
“exit” bang. 

A small, cute, vivacious girl, “expert” 

If she has a thing about doing it in a brook, 
“extreme”. 

If she worked 
“exploratory”. 

If the first space woman, “exorbitant”. 

Same lady, “‘extra-vehicular activity”, perhaps 
a criminal charge years from now? 

A girl from the Southern United States, who 
was poor three years ago, “Expo 67”. 

A female astronomer, ‘explanatory’ 

The doctor's nurse might be an “examining 
lay”. 

Same girl, but you have to know that when a 
needle is in your arm the first thing the lady 
does is draw back the plunger to make sure 
the needle is in the vein. This action is called 
“asperating”. You know the rest. 

An actress might be “exacting”, she might not 
be too, unfortunately. If all the while you were 
working and she seemed to be deep in thought, 
she might be called “expensive”. 

There are many more obviously. If you are 
interested, join the National Guard and 
remember our motto, “Keep your guard up”.— 
Martin Crosby, Pfc., Stratton Mtn., Vermont. 


for National Geographic. 
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PENTHOUSE 


FORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of 
interest, Letters for publication should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please), though these may be with- 
held by the Editor on request. Send to Penthouse Forum, 
Penthouse Intemational Ltd., 110 East 59th Street, Ne 
York, N.Y. Correspondents will be asked to confirm 
authorship by signing and returning a verification form. 
Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Quantity and quality 
For many years now | have never seen pub- 
lished pictures of small-breasted women. Some 
of these lasses are delightful and it is not all the 
voluptuous that are favored. | for one, and not a 
few other men, would like to see these women 
come forth to show off their charms. | mean 
from 32 inches underwards. | hate the so-called 


“well-built” floppy breast—D.M. (name and 
address withheld), Littlehampton, Sussex, 
England. 


| must record a vote for Ulla Lindstrom as the 
Pet of any year, and | am sure she must be the 
best you have ever published. Congratulations 
also to Amnon Bar-Tur for taking such 
marvelous pictures of a beautiful model. 

| agree completely with E. K. Allen (February) 
regarding the relationship between size of the 
bosom and the bust measurement. | had the 
good fortune to know a lady with a 34-inch 
bust, and she had the most beautiful breasts, 
much larger and fuller than any 36-38-inch bust 
that | have ever seen. The vital measurement is 
the cup size, as a female with a broad back will 
always have a large bust measurement, no 
matter the size of her breasts.—/NV.C. (name and 
address withheld), Portrush, Co. Antrim, 
Northern Ireland. 


Consumer reports 

What kind of men are you? As Co-Chairman of 
Radicals Against the Defamation of American 
Rabbits. | must criticize you for your ad 
concerning the merits of Penthouse as 
compared to those of another popular men’s 
monthly. 

I'm sure you love girls, but to exploit them at 
the cost of putting down the celebrated 
Playboy Bunnies is purely bush. After all, the 
buying public isn't so harebrained as you think, 
So hop to it, Penthouse, wag your little tails 
and leave our beloved cottontails alone. 
Buggs-edly.—A. Hare-old Mosner, Co-Chair- 
man, RADAR. 


It's said “You can tell a book by its cover” but 
you probably don’t know “You can tell a 
magazine by its advertisements”. It’s true. 
When | picked up your magazine | did not 
hesitate to buy it. You've got class. | guess 
I'm the kind of guy who buys your magazine 
because he wants something to read with a 
little “poshness” (that is a word, | hope) to it. 

I'm looking at your November issue now, 
while writing, so it'll be fresh in my mind. As | 


have said, you feature well-known advertisers 
(Fabergé, L & M, Sheraton, etc.), excellent 
editorials, good (I’m not a descriptive critic) 
stories (V-8), very good humor (especially 
Autumn Leaves) and of course the girls (oh 
Ulla and Amber, how we adore you!). These 
are my reasons for enjoying your magazine. 
Not necessarily in that order ! 

About your girls, THEY'RE POSH! Keep 
them that way. None of those scruffs who 
ache for coverage. 

Congratulations, you've impressed me. | was 
beginning to think Playboy (oh, the pain in 
that word!) was the only classy magazine 
concerning female exposé. Well, that’s about 
it. You've got a buyer. And, remember this 
word, POSHNESS—that’s your key.—Greg 
Corkum, Kent St, Halifax, Canada. 


| would like to add my congratulations to those 
you have been receiving from elated United 
States readers. In no way on this side of the 
underground papers has anyone been able to 
attract the attention of the warped and 
perverted side of the American public until the 
publication of your magazine. And to do it so 
successfully, by not only playing up to 
particular fetishes such as the aesthetic 
pleasure of pubic hair, but by praising the 
demented forms of sexual arousal based on 
masochism and sadism. It must be admitted 
that your American counterpart, admittedly a 
poor copy. because of its better taste, could not 
hope to compete with your more sophisticated 
European perversities. As far as | can see, you 
are making only one mistake in your campaign— 
why call your opening lofts “penthouses” ? 
Wouldn't “whorehouses” be a better name? 

Certainly if the American Empire is destroyed 
as the British Empire has been, you will be able 
to stand up and beat your chest, claiming at 
least a part of the glory of bringing such a great 
country to its knees in order to rub its nose in 
its own filth. 

Tell me honestly, is your magazine part of a 
great hoax being played on the American 
public 2—A. Nelson, Brooklyn, New York. 


| wish to congratulate you on your fine 
magazine. | read it every time it comes out here 
in Vietnam. | took a company survey and we 
think that your magazine is tops over Playboy. 
Your pictures are far prettier, sexier and 
photography is all-round great. Would like to 
see more true stories on corporal punishment, 
spankings, ete. 
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Bold new 
Brut for men. 
By Fabergé. 


If you have 
any doubts 
about yourself, 
try something else. 
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Good luck and | hope to see more.—Jim 
Martes, Kansas City (now serving in Vietnam). 
P.S. | wish you'd give ages of the Pet of the 
Month. 


Yoko and Mao 

In your interview with John and Yoko Lennon 
(October), John tells us that he stays in bed with 
his wife and indulges in sexual intercourse in 
expensive suites in various cities in the West, 
as well as inviting people to plant acorns, as a 
means of securing peace. The aim is commend- 
able but is this not a case of trying to convert 
the converted? Assuming their system to be 
effective, would the Lennons not be getting 
nearer to achieving their aims if they were to 
persuade members of the Kremlin and Chairman 
Mao to join them in a bed-in ?—M.E.W. (name 
withheld), Hugus, Truro, Cornwall, England. 


By request 
| just finished reading your new magazine and 
| liked it so well | intend to subscribe to it. I'm 
fortunate to have a lovely girlfriend who is 
truly beautiful. She and | would both enjoy 
seeing an article in your magazine in the near 
future on fellatio which we believe is far more 
accepted now than it was in the past. 

Good luck with your new endeavor in the 
U.S.—C.R. (name withheld). Milford, Pa. 


Kissing cousins? 

While reading your October issue | viewed the 
pulchritude of one Miss Kelly McQueen: 
needless to say | was impressed. Also the name 
struck a familiar note as my name is McQueen. 
Of course | am also Irish and do have relatives 
residing in the Emerald Isle. Who knows— 
perhaps | am related to the young lass! 

Let me also say that I find that your publica- 
tion is on the right offensive in rivalling your 
formidable and established opponents. | am a 
soldier in Vietnam and during our leisure hours 
we read quite a bit. Your publication proved to 
be interesting and rewarding. Keep up the good 
work |—SP/4 James M. McQueen, 23 Admin 
Co. (AG Postal), Americal Division, APO San 
Francisco, 96374. 


Pet appreciators 
| suppose everyone cherishes in their heart she 
who is to them the “perfect” girl, and I've found 
mine. Your December Pet, “Kip” Pearce, 
showed such tender sensuality and beauty, and 
the photos of her transmitted such presence 
that | can only draw a deep breath and say 
thanks to you and your photographer. 

| have been a Playboy fan for nine years and 
am overjoyed to finally discover a new (to me) 
magazine whose women do not appear like 
sexless, synthetic, plastic dreams, but rather 
real, touchable, sensual human beings. So 
thanks.—Wendell Wilson, Tempe Drive, Tempe, 
Arizona. 


i am stationed in Vietnam and could not help 
but write to you about the Pet of the Month in 
your November issue, Miss Ulla Lindstrom. 
She is the most beautiful girl in eyery way that 
| have seen in any magazine. We do not have 
much time to read over here but we read your 
magazine whenever we can. Thank you very 
much.—Dane Black, 41st Civil Affairs Plt 12, 
Apo San Francisco 96316. 


| just wanted to drop you a short note and let 
you know that your magazine is one of the more 
appreciated and frequently read items of 
literature here in Vietnam. It's a refreshing 
experience leafing through Penthouse after 
coming in from the field. 

Our unit especially enjoyed Kelly McQueen 
(October) and several past issues’ Pets already 
adorn one of the-walls in our field radio rig. 

Thank you for your time, your excellent 
choice of Pets, and your magazine—SP/4 
Bernard Schwartz, 523rd Sig. Bn., Amcal Div., 
APO S.F. 96217. 


The first move 

While on holiday | was introduced to Penthouse 
and have since looked forward to each issue. 
By present-day standards | would be called a 
square, but though I'm a bachelor in my 
fifties | consider I’m youthful in outlook. Your 
articles are fresh and enlightening. and | 
particularly enjoy Penthouse Forum. 

This brings me to T. D. B. Lee’s letter in the 
December issue. “Why shouldn't a girl make 
the first move?” Though the law is for our 
general protection and good, a man is always 
at a disadvantage in female company, liable at 
least to a severe rebuke, a scene, possibly 
public, or even a charge of interference through 
the courts, should his advances be rejected. 
Most men would not object should a female 
hand caress his knee and thigh with varying 
degree of pressure, thereby indicating that 
reciprocal advances would not be rejected. 

This action, | believe, could be performed in 
many circumstances, even in public places. 
Years ago | received such an approach from 
a girl some ten years my junior, with the result 
that we were not only able to discuss freely and 
without embarrassment immediately matters of 
personal and intimate interest to us both, but 
also to enjoy and delight in each other.— 
John Stubbs, Dollis Hill, London N.W.10. 


| don’t suppose there is any rule about who 
makes the first move; it must depend on the 
individual and the circumstances. From my 
own experiences | would say that boys are 
sexually more aware and at an earlier age than 
are girls, and that more sexual activity goes on 
between boys than between girls, but that in 
heterosexual activity it is more usually the 
girls who take the initiative. 

When | was about seven | was occasionally 
left in the care of a neighbor's daughter whom | 
now judge to have been about 12. While 
supervising my preparation for bed she started 
to play with my organ. | was horrified, not to say 
frightened, but experienced a mild pleasurable 
sensation, and on subsequent occasions this 
“playing” was repeated. In due course the 


THE FASTEST, MOST EFFECTIVE WAISTLINE REDUCER EVER DISCOVERED! 


jncredble NE y 


AUNA BELT 


The 


GUARANTEED TO TAKE FROM 1 TO 3 INCHES OFF YOUR 
WAISTLINE IN JUST 3 DAYS OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED! 


WHAT IS THIS SENSATIONAL NEW “SAUNA BELT"? 

The Sauna Belt is made from a special non 
porous plastic material. It is completely dif- 
ferent from any other so-called “waist reducing 
belts” on the market. The Sauna Belt is placed 
around your waist, directly against the body, 
and then, by use of the special tube provided, 
the belt is inflated—just like blowing up a bal: 
loon. As the belt is inflated it will tighten itself 
around your waist and you will notice a snug, 
comfortable feeling of warmth and support 
throughout your waistline and lower back. After 
the belt is in place and inflated, you wili then 


SAUNA BELT — the first really new idea in slenderizing in years produces sensa- 
tionally rapid results in reducing the waistline — for men or women — and without 
the need fer any weight loss. Unbelievable results like these: 

MR. VAUGHN GREGORY: “I used the Sauna Belt three days in a row, twenty minutes each 
day and lost 3 inches on my waistline and 2 inches on my abdomen.” 

MR. V. BELASCO: “Ail of my trousers had become too tight around the waist. I used the 
Sauna Belt for about an ‘hour one evening and lost almost 2 inches from my waist. 
The inches have stayed off and my clothes fit perfectly now.” 

MR. JACK VINCENT: “I used the remarkable Sauna Belt for a 2-week period and reduced 
my waistline nearly 5 full inches. My appearance is 100% improved.” 


perform the two magic waistline reducing exer- 
Cises, specially designed for use with this re- 
markable belt. This will take just a few minutes 
and then you will relax, while leaving the belt 
in place on your waist, for another 20 minutes 
or so. That is all there is to it. This inflated belt 
is specially designed to provide resistance to 
the movements and to provide heat and mas. 
sage to every area of your waist—back, front 
and sides—and when you remove the belt— 
voilai—a tighter, firmer waistline from which 
the excess inches are already beginning to 
disappear. 


HOW LONG MUST | USE THE SAUNA BELT? 

That depends on your goals—how many inches 
you want to lose from your waistline and the rate 
at which your body responds. Each person's body 
make-up is different, therefore the degree of loss 
will vary with individuals, It is recommended 
that you use the belt for a few minutes each day 
for 3 days in a row when you first get the belt 
and then about 2 or 3 times 2 week until you 
have lost as many inches as you desire. After 
that you can keep your waistline where you want 
it by using the belt about twice a month. Many, 
many people lose an inch or more the very first 
day they use the belt. There are those who have 
lost as much as 3 inches on their waistlines from 
just one session with this magic belt. The results 
from the Sauna Belt have been dramatic, to say 
the least, but whatever speed of inch loss your 
particular metabolism allows you with this belt, 
remember this: You must lose from 1 to 3 inches 
from your waistline in just 3 days or you may re- 
turn the belt and your entire purchase price will 
be immediately refunded. 


NOTHING ELSE LIKE IT . . . THE PRICE IS ONLY $9.95, 

Nothing else that we know of can give the sensa- 
tional results in rapidly reducing the waistline 
as does the incredible new Sauna Belt. There are 
other so-called heat belts, but none that can 
even begin to provide the resistance and the 
complete waistline control that means so much 
to your rapid results, made possible by the in- 


@atig flatable feature of the Sauna Belt. There is no 


1. Then remove the Sauna elt. Your 
waist will already feel tighter and 
trimmer. Many persons have lost an 
inch or more the very first day 


eeping the belt around your waist 


need to wear an uncomfortable weighted belt around your 
waist for hours every day. The Sauna Belt gives results many 
times faster in just a few minutes a day and is a marvel of 
ease and comfort. And there is no electronic device, many cost- 
ing hundreds of dollars, that can give you even a fraction of 
the results as the fabulous Sauna Belt for only $9.95. 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
We are so convinced that the Sauna Belt is the fastest, surest, 
most convenient, most comfortable, most sensationally effec” 
tive waistline reducer ever discovered that we offer this 
unconditional Money Back Guarantee: Man or woman, if your 
waistline is not 1 to 3 inches smaller after using the 
Sauna Belt for only 3 days, you may simply return the 7 

belt to us and your money will be refunded promptly 
and without question. So if you want a trimmer, 

slimmer, firmer, tighter waistline, and you aX 
want it now — send for your Sauna Belt <3 she 
today and discover what a remarkable “ges, 
difference it can make in the way ~Q@Pere 49° 
you look and the way you feel x 
It will be the best investment eee 
in your appearance you a wily 
will ever make. a VRS 
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girl displayed herself and showed me “where 
babies come from” (which | did not believe). 
This episode left me unworried and | merely 
regarded her as having been “naughty” but 
untypical. 

At a later age, about 13, | went through a 
short “love affair’ with a school friend, a mild 
event of walking together to and from school 
and meeting occasionally on Saturdays. When 
she moved on to someone else, as she quickly 
did, the boy explained that this was because | 
had “never done anything”. | did not under- 
stand, and he said: “You never tried to feel 
her”. This was a revelation to me and from 
inquiries | learnt that “having a feel” was a 
basic part of companionship with girls. My 
informants assured me that girls not only 
expected it but often suggested it. 

This unexpected view of feminine nature was 
confirmed for me when my friend and | met 
four girls we knew in the local park. He took 
the lead and talk soon became smutty. Eventu- 
ally one of the girls said, “I bet you don’t even 
know what a girl looks like’’, and proposed that 
for a little pocket money they would show us. 
The money changed hands, we went to a more 
secluded part of the park, and the four girls 
removed their knickers and sat in a semi- 
circle. | remember how they sat with their knees 
drawn up and legs apart while we laid on our 
bellies facing them. There was some giggling on 
their part but no shyness, and my friend after- 
wards declared they must have done this sort 
of thing before. They also insisted that we 
should “show” them, and went into peals of 
laughter about our being “worked up” when 
we unbuttoned and exposed two schoolboy 
erections. 

My only other schoolboy experience with 
girls involved a friend and his sister, who had a 
girl visiting her at the time. During horseplay, 
helpless under a pile of bodies, | felt my flies 
being unbuttoned and it dawned on me that it 
must be one of the girls. The game soon 
became one of stripping the victim, and by the 
end of the morning exposure was fairly com- 
plete. But it was the girls who took the initiative. 
During another visit the girls proposed the 
“dare” game and soon put it on the right lines 
by daring each other to remove articles of 
clothing. 

Looking back, what interests me particularly 
is that we were all children of middle-class 
parents, apparently well behaved in our school 
uniforms, but most of us seething with sexual 
curiosity underneath.—J.H. (name and address 
withheld), Walton-on-Thames, Surrey. 


Outsize problem 
| have two physiological problems associated 
with sexual intercourse, and | would appreciate 
helpful advice. The first problem stems from 
the size of my schlong. It is big, and thus | 
often find my previously willing bed (such as it 
is) partner become apprehensive. Just as | am 
reaching my peak the girl starts drawing away: 
i.e. she forces a partial extrication on my part 
Secondly, when my peak is reached, ejaculation 
lasts for a very short time. Whether this is due 
to my cohort's (actually, my) withdrawal, | 
know not. But such a short spurt leaves me 


again unsatisfied and dissatisfied with my 
uncharismatic performance. 

These problems might not bother me were | 
a leaf in the middle-class establishment, but 
lama frustrated student who, due to inadequate 
sexual satisfaction, cannot study, leaving me to 
take out my frustrations elsewhere. Please 
advise.—Mel Enyaw, Ripley Hall, Dartmouth 
College, Hanover, N.H. 03755. 


No handicap 

Lest your readers draw the erroneous conclusion 
that any man who finds sex appeal in a 
one-legged girl is automatically a pervert and 
“kook”, per your December letter from Peggy L. 
of neighboring Cambridge. | would like to set 
the record straight. | myself am a one-legged 
woman who has been happily married for five 
years to a perfectly normal man. The first year 
of my marriage | was a conventional two-legged 
woman, so that my husband has known me in 
both situations. The second year of our marriage 
a boating accident resulted in my right leg 
being amputated at mid-thigh. When | returned 
from the hospital and had to face my husband 
with only one full leg under me, | wouldn't 
have blamed him for wanting to divorce me, 
for | felt so freakish. | dreaded having my 
husband see my silly looking stump when | 
dressed, and would contrive excuses to hide 
what | felt so ashamed of. 

But my husband soon convinced me that | 
was just as appealing a woman and sex 
partner with one leg off as | had been when | 
had two full legs. He was most patient and 
understanding in helping me overcome the 
initial awkwardness and self-consciousness | 
felt in bed with only the stump where my right 
leg used to be. Far from being a pervert, my 
husband made me feel like a whole woman 
again and there are times in bed when | 
honestly forget that | am really a one-legged 
woman. The grim truth hits me only when | 
have to get up out of bed and | find just one leg 
reaching the floor and a pair of crutches next 
to the bed. 

Miss Peggy L. talks about kooks that like 
to watch her hopping about nude. Well, | 
don't consider my husband a kook if he whistles 
at me while | am hopping out of the shower on 
my single leg. | don't consider him abnormal if 
he enjoys the sight of me hopping undressed 
across the bedroom with bosoms bouncing and 
stump wagging about in mid-air. To me, | look 
funny, but then my point of view is different 
from a man's. 

The fact that we now have two children 
testifies to the success of our marriage and the 
normalcy of my husband, if nothing else does. 
He and | both want more children, too. My 
household chores are simplified by the arti- 
ficial leg | wear, though it is not the most 
comfortable contrivance in the world. In fact 
my husband has something in common with 
Peggy L.'s boyfriend in that he, too, prefers me 
without the artificial leg on. But he does it more 
for the sake of my comfort. 

At night after dinner and after the children 
are put to bed and we relax to watch TV. my 
husband insists that | take off the artificial 
leg and let him massage my bare stump. | find 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 88 


Cast your ballot for a successful future! 


266 ICS COURSES 


ACCOUNTING 

‘Accounting (U.S.A.) 

‘Accounting (Canadian) 

‘Accounting for Business 
Programmers 

Accounting for Man'g'm't 
Decisions 

Auditing 

Business Law (U.S.A.) 

Canadian Business Courses, 

Gost Accounting. 

GPA Review (U:S.A.) 

General Accounting 

Income Tax (U.S.A. 

Industrial Accounting 

Junior Accounting 

Office Accounting 

Practical Accounting 

Public Accounting 

Small Business 
‘Accounting (U.S.A) 

Starting and Managing a 
‘Small Bookkeeping 
Service (U.S.A.) 


ARCHITECTURE 
‘AND BUILDING 
Architectural Drawing 
and Designing 
Architecture 
Building Contractor 
Building Estimator 
Building Inspector 
Building Maintenance 
Carpenter-Builde 
Carpentry and Millwork 
Fundamentals of 
Urban Planning 
House Planning and 
Interior Design 
Mason 
Painting Contractor 
Reading Arch. Blueprints 
Review in Architectural 
Design and Practice 
Review of Mechanical 
Systems in Buildings 


ART 

‘Amateur Artist 

Commercial Art 

Commercial Cartooning 

Tilustrating with Options: 

—Magazine 

—Advertising Layout and 
Hlustration 

Interior Decorating 

Gil Painting for Pleasure 

Show Gard and Sign Prod. 

Show Card Writing 

Sign Painting & Designing 

Sketching and Painting, 
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for service from ICS Canadian, Ltd. 
In Hawait: P.O. Box 418, Honolulu. 


You get the widest choice from ICS 
—oldest, largest home study school. 
Check the list. (Also available, pro- 
grams tailored to your special 
needs.) You receive individual in- 
struction, plus success-proved facts 


AUTOMOTIVE Chemical Process E 
Automatic Transmission Design & Operation 
Specialist Chemical Process Operator 


‘Automobile Air 

Conditioning Specialist 
‘Automobile Body 

Rebuilding & Refinishing 
Automobile Engine Tune-Up 
‘Automobile Mechanic 
‘Automobile Technician 
Diesel-Gas Motor Vehicle 


Elements of Nuclear Energy 
General Chemistry 
Instrumental Laboratory 
Analysis 
CIVIL ENGINEERING 
Civil Engineering 
Construction Eng'’g Tech, 
Highway Engineering Tech, 


Engines Principles of Surveying 
BUSINESS Reading Highway BI prts 
Advertising Reading Structural BI'pr'ts 


Sanitary Engineering Tech. 
Sewage Plant Operator 
Structural Eng’r'g Tech. 
Surveying and Mapping 
Water Works Operator 
COLLEGE COURSES 
American History 
Calculus 
COMPUTERS 
COBOL Programming 
Fortran Programming for 


Business Administration 
Business Practice (Cond.) 
Canadian Business Course 
Condensed Marketing 
Direct Mail and Mail Order 
Advertising 
Industrial Psychology 
Inventory Control 
Magazine & Newspaper 
Advertising 
Managing a Retail Business 
Managing a Small Store 


Economics 


Engineers 
Hate Wager | oat ta 
Modern Bree: Mansgenient Computers 


Programming the IBM 
1401 Computer 

Programming the 1BM 
System/360 Computer, 
Introduction 

DRAFTING 

Aircraft Drafting 


Office Automation 
Office Management 
Production Management 
Purchasing Agent 

Retail & Local Advertising 
Retail Bus. Management, 
Retail Merchandising 


Retail Sellin Architectural Drafting 
Systems and Procedures Design Drafting 
Analysis Drafting Technology 


Electrical Drafting. 

Electrical Eng'r’g Drafting 

Electronic Drafting 

Introductory Mech. Drafting, 

‘Mechanical Drafting 

Pressure-Vessel and Tank 
Print Reading 

Sheet Metal Layout for 
Air Conditioning 

Structural Drafting 


ELECTRICAL 


BUSINESS: SALES 
Creative Salesmanship 

Real Estate Salesmanship 
Salesmanship 

Sales Management 
BUSINESS: SUPERVISION 
Basic Supervision 

Industrial Foremanship 
Industrial Supervision, 
Management, Salesmanship 


and Sales 
Electrical Engineering 
“pens Electronies Option 


Power Option 
Electrical Appliance Ser. 
Electrial Appliance Ser. 


Personality Development 
Personnel-Labor Relations 


S.A.) 
with Equipment Training 
Sunereion Electrical Contractor 
CHEMICAL Electrical Engineering Tech. 


Analytical Chemistry 
Chemical Engineering 
Chemical Laboratory Techn, 


Electrical Home Maint. 
Electrical Home Maint. 
with Equipment Training 


and theory you can apply immedi- 
ately. Mastery of subject is assured. 
No skimping. You earn your diploma. 

Why mark time when you can 
mark the coupon and geta fast, sure 
fix on your best course to success. 


Machine Shop Inspection 
Machine Shop Practice 
Metallurgical Eng’r’g Tech. 
Multicraft Maintenance 
Mechanic 
Practical Millwrighting 
Reading Shop Prints 
Rigging 
Too! & Die Making 
Tool Engineering Tech. 
Welding Engineering Tech. 
Welding Process 
MATHEMATICS 
Advanced Mathematics 
Math and Mechanics for 
Engineering Technicians 
Math and Physics for 
Engineering Technicians 
MECHANICAL 
Mechanical Engineering 
Aircraft and Power 
Plant Mechanic 
Hydraulic and Pneumatic 
Power 
Industrial Engineerin, 
Industrial Eng'r'g Tech. 
Industrial Instrumentation 
Machine Design 


APPROVED FOR 
VETERANS 


‘Accredited member, 
National Home Study 


Council. 
Convenient payment plan. 


Special rates to members 
U.S. Armed Forces 


Electrical Instrument Tech, 
Electric Motor Repairman 
Industrial Electrical Tech. 
Power-Line Design 

and Construction 
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The King is dead. Long live the Queen. 


Martini people are changing to Bombay Gin, imported from England. 
Isa softer, gentler gin. Which accounts for its current favor among the new breed of Martini drinkers. 
7 Long live Bombay, rightful heiress to the throne. 


The patriot conservationist 


Before the ball game starts, 
everybody rises, faces the flag, and 
sings a song asking whether the 
flag is still there. It is a patriotic 
song, our anthem, born in a war 
in which the question was per- 
fectly relevant. If the flag over 
Ft. McHenry in September, 1814, 
were not still there, that parti- 
cular ball game would have been 
over. But for years while we've 
been singing, Oh say, can you 
see . . . that our flag was still 
there?” we've been neglecting 
a more pertinent question: Is our 
country still there? Are the rivers 
and lakes, the forests and wild 
life still there? The air we breathe 
to live—is that still there? What 
about those ‘'spacious skies,’ the 
“burple mountains’ majesty above 
the fruited plains,” the “alabaster 
cities’ gleam” referred to in the 
song that should have been 
adopted as our anthem? Are 
they still there ? 

Wouldn't it be funny if in a few 
years the star-spangled banner 
were still there, gallantly streaming 
but nothing else ? No, it would not. 
But at the rate we're going it's a 
distinct possibility. 


We've preserved in this land an 
ancient, out-dated kind of patriot- 
ism that cares more about the 
symbol (beautiful as it is) than the 
reality “for which it stands.” And 
a brand of patriot who is willing to 
spend unlimited billions to keep 
that flag flying but refuses to come 
up with the money needed to keep 
our cities from rotting away or to 
protect the air and water our 
bodies are mostly made of, 


The war-oriented flag patriot 
was all right centuries ago when 
the political environment was the 


only one in danger. When there | 


was no population explosion or 
industrial revolution and air and 
water seemed inexhaustible along 
with plant and animal life. 


But today's patriot must do 
more than fear God and hate the 
patriots of other countries. He has 
to love his own country in a 


meaningful, practical way—not 
just spiritually or ideologically, but 
physically. Love it enough to 
protect it not only from the 
communists but from everybody, 
including most of all himself. 

The modern patriot is more than 
a liberal or conservative—he is an 
informed, devoted conservationist. 

He bones up on things like 
ecology and what the scientists 
call ecosystems. He learns that the 
earth itself is actually a relatively 
small spaceship like the ones our 
Apollo astronauts rode to the 
moon and back. Like any space 
ship, it contains its own life- 
support equipment and supplies. 

Our earth-system is a little more 
advanced in that it is designed for 
recycling. Kept in proper balance, 
its delicate machinery is capable 
of converting waste into fresh 
supplies. But most of the people 
running the ship, and the pas- 
sengers, don’t understand it too 


| well, or don’t care; and they have 


been throwing monkey wrenches 
into it. 


Spaceship Earth carries a billion 
times as many passengers as 
Apollo. But the effects of what 
we're doing are the same as if one 
of the astronauts decided to piss 
into the others’ drinking water 
while they in turn blew smoke into 
his oxygen tanks. And all three, 
meanwhile, argued over politics 
and spent most of their energy 
converting tools into weapons 
with which to settle the arguments. 


The flag still streams gallantly 
over St. Louis’ City Hall, for 
example. Workers on their way to 
and from jobs in “defense” 
industries can easily reassure 
themselves it is still there. But they 
were given something else to 
think about when publisher 
Richard Amberg told them in the 
Globe-Democrat one morning, 
“Every time you take a glass of 
water from a faucet in St. Louis, 
you are drinking from every flush 
toilet from here to Minnesota”. 


He was absolutely accurate, of 
course. And the rival afternoon 
paper, the Post-Dispatch, agreed, 


| adding they were also “drinking 
| the garbage dump trickles of 
whatever town lies up the line”. 


One of the cities up the line is 
Chicago. The “Player with Rail- 
roads”, as Sandburg called it, was 
also a player with rivers. It 
reversed the direction of the 
Chicago River which used to 
empty into Lake Michigan. By 
building a ditch some years ago, 
they connected it with the Missis- 
sippi River. So now instead of 
feeding the Lake, the Chicago 
River acts as a sort of drainpipe, 
lowering the level of all the Great 
Lakes and sending the city’s 90% 
treated sewage downstream. 


The shallowest of the Great 
Lakes (source of half the world’s 
supply of what used to be called 
“fresh water") is Lake Erie. Today 
it stands as proof that in 15 years 
man can kill a lake so big ten 
million people live along its 
shores. It is now a sewer; and an 
inefficient one at that. Patriotic 
citizens and defense-related in- 
dustries line the rivers draining 
into it, dumping the contents of 
their toilets, along with oil, 
detergents, indestructible plastic 
containers, nitrates, and other 
assorted crap along the way. A 
million pounds of junk a year has 
been hauled from the Lake near 
Cleveland’s Cuyahoga River, But 
that hasn't removed the foul odor 
from the city’s air or prevented the 
oil-slicked river from catching fire 
in 1968. From the western end, 
the Detroit River contributes that 
city’s phenols, acids, iron, and oil 
wastes. Buffalo, Toledo and Erie 
pour in their share. And this is only 
‘one of our five “Great” Lakes. 


All our cities have grown, 
through sprouting suburbs beyond 
the ability of their soil and water- 
ways to carry off their waste 
products. So Washington sits on a 
polluted Potomac, New York on a 
filthy Hudson, and so on, where 
many fish cannot live and people 
dare not try to swim. People are 
taxed for viaducts reaching 
hundreds of miles for drinking 
water; yet half that water is rated 


below federal standards for safety. 
Some communities face periodic 
droughts while others are regularly 
flooded. 


Less than one-tenth of what we 
spend to arm ourselves and others 
against the communist threat 
would buy the technology to 
handle the problem. But we're not 
yet that patriotic! 


We have become victims of the 
Notion that man was meant to 
“subdue” nature rather than live 
as part of it—which he is. By the 
time we've concreted the rest of 
the earth, the only other forms of 
life we may be sharing it with 
might be the two which have 
proved their ability to adapt better 
than we to urbanized living: the 
rats and the cockroaches. 


We're spending two-thirds of 
our federal budget to protect 
ourselves from the communists, 
But if the Reds are really out to 
destroy us, they'll have to hurry up, 
before we do the job ourselves. 

—Fred Darwin 


The three ages of man 


20-40: tri weekly. 
40-60: try weekly. 
60-80: try weakly. 
No signs of life 
“In a short time the unfortunate 
woman was reduced to a little 
heap of cinders, among which the 
calcined bones rattled under the 
influence of the heat. A doctor 
confirmed that she was dead.“— 
Parisien libéré. 

Well, you have to be sure. 


Double bluff 
“On one float Plessey Company 


apprentices were disguised as 

Plessey Company apprentices.” 

Swindon Evening Advertiser. 
Fooled again. 


Deadlier female 


Hawkish women are much more. 
hawkish than hawkish men. We've 
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known it for some time but have 
never been able to explain it, 
having been raised on the idea 
that motherhood renders the 
female more reverent for life. But 
the female hawk is more deadly, 
we discovered, because of an even 
greater instinct: pride. 

That's why she joins with the 
males in high councils of govern- 
ment to reject efforts to bring her 
boys home, unless it is “with 
honor’—the honor, of course, 
being hers! It has nothing to do 
with freedom or communism or 
national security. Those things are 
to Mom mere politics and boring. 
But she has grasped the essence 
of the speeches of politicians in 
both the Johnson and Nixon 
administrations regarding too- 
rapid troop withdrawal from Viet- 
nam, which is: “What on earth 
would the neighbors think ?” 


Redefinitions 


High fidelity: a drunk who always 
goes home to his wife. 
Pickpocket: man who believes 
every crowd has a silver lining. 
Virgin: girl who has not yet met 
her maker. 

Meteorologist: guy who can look 
into a girl's eyes and predict 
whether. 

Fifth columnist: a bridegroom in 
a fourposter bed. 

Lucky in love: never married. 


Displaced person 


“He was born in Ensenada, 
Mexico, while his parents, both 
English subjects, were touring the 
United States."—San Diego 
Journal. 


Misery standard 


The Greek government has 
thoroughly “cleansed and dis- 
ciplined” its press to keep the 
country, they say, from going 
communist. The Czech govern- 
ment has done the same, under 
Russian prodding, to keep that 
country from going anti-com- 
munist. Which proves again that 
one-third of the world is kept 
miserable under communism, 
while another third is kept miser- 
able fighting it. And the remaining 
third is free to be miserable for 
other reasons. 


Correction 


“He said the printer had ‘read off 
the wrong line’, but promised that 
attangements were already in 
hadn ot hvae tch netx editoin 
printed korrectly.”” — Grimsby 
Saturday Telegraph. 

Promises, promises. 
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Topic of Miller 


Long before Barney Rossett’s 
Grove Press courageously fought 
the legal battles that made Henry 
Miller respectable, the old master's 
books were being read in every 
country in the world. Maurice 
Girodias’ Olympia Press had made 
them available in Paris, whence 
they were smuggled in raincoat 
pockets and suitcases all over 
Europe and pirated by publishers 
in Japan and Mexico (copies were 
sealed in plastic to discourage 
browsers and sold for $10 apiece). 

“1 read Miller at school, like 
everyone else, and for the same 
reasons”, recalls actor Rip Torn, 
“and then when I read him again 
years later | realized that it wasn’t 
really sex he was writing about 
but freedom’. Most old-time 
Miller fans have felt the same way. 
When the pupil is ready, the 
teacher will appear. 

And so now it's 1970 and, 
judged by contemporary sexual 
standards, Miller's Tropics are 
passé, his philosophies _per- 
petuated by millions who have 
never met him . . . and what comes 
next? The movie, that’s what. This 
month Joseph Strick’s Tropic of 
Cancer will be released, shot in 
Paris, with Miller himself as 
“technical adviser’ and Rip Torn 
(at 38, on the verge of stardom) 
portraying the author at roughly 
the same age. 

“His face is the face of a holy 
man,” says Rip. “The first time he 
came to the set . . . well, | don’t 
like to use the word mystical but 
it certainly crossed my mind that 
he might be a saint.” 

Everybody connected with the 
production thinks that the human- 
ness and humor (the book was 
originally called Crazy Cock) of 
Miller has been presented very 
faithfully. And as for the author— 
“He just wishes it could have all 
happened ten years sooner’, Rip 
says. “But then Henry will be 
horny until the day he transmutes, 
or whatever.” 


The drop-out business ry 


The Great American Dream in- 
creasingly seems to mean Getting 
Away From It All. Having a place 
in the country or a house at the 
beach, of course, is neither new 
nor particularly American—all it 
takes is a certain amount of spare 
change and/or privilege, no matter 
how rigid the society. But hanging 
out at the beach or having a 
geodesic dome in the country— 
well, there’s something new. And 


since the Great Exodus from San 
Francisco’s Haight Ashbury, there 
have been daily reports about the 
progress of this or that commune 
in the hills of Marin County, or the 
Colorado valleys or the wilds of 
the New Mexico desert. 

Of course, communes aren't 
especially new  either—“Com- 
munes become communities when 
people get their own homes,” 
deadpans one social historian—but 
their current wave of popularity is 
probably greater than at any other 
time in the past century. Britain has 
its own magazine (Communes, 
50¢ bimonthly from John Driver, 
56 Mincinglake Road, Stoke Hill, 
Exeter, Devon) as does Canada 
(Alternate Society, 50¢ from 113 
Queen Street, St. Catharine's, 
Ontario) and the several hundred 
papers of America’s underground 
press give solid coverage to 
these experiments in group living. 

Incidentally, the first question 
most people over 30 ask is, “Does 
everybody ball everybody else 2”, 
according to one amused drop- 
out. And the answer? Well, some- 
times they do and sometimes they 


don't. Some communes even 
impose puritanical vows of 
chastity. 


The once-tiny libertarian move- 
ment is growing, as proved by the 
increasing number of magazines 
and newsletters devoted to build- 
ing or adapting log huts in the 
forests, living in trailers, creating 
colonies on groups of boats or 
barges, and constructing or ac- 
quiring islands beyond the juris- 
diction (and tax structure) of 
existing governments. 

The Atlantis News, for example 
(25¢ from R.D. 5, Box 22a, 
Saugerties, N.Y. 12477), is about 
the continuing efforts of a small 
group to set up their own “state” 
on an isolated coral reef in the 
Bahamas. Ocean Living (25¢ from 
Box 17463, Los Angeles, Calif. 
90017) describes itself as “an 
information pool to help floating 
pioneers harvest sun, wind, wave 
and sea on the last and largest 
frontier’. /nnovator ($1 from Box 
34718, Los Angeles, Calif. 90034) 
devotes most of its space to 
articles about converting funds 
into silver or gold (international 
currency), safeguarding supplies 
in underground caches, foraging 
supermarket waste and “hobo 
tourism in Greece”. 

As for dropping completely out 
of the social structure, there's a 
magazine for that, too: Vocations 
for Social Change ($1 from VSC, 
Canyon, Calif. 94516). VSC says 
that it exists as a job clearing 
house for people trying to answer 
one basic question: “How can 
people earn a living in America in 
1970 and ensure that their social 
impact is going to effect basic, 
humanistic change in our social, 
political and economic institu- 
tions ?”—John Wilcock 


Aspects of instinct 


If your sense of smell were as 
good as some butterflies’ and your 
lady smelled as good as some 
butterflies do to some other 
butterflies, you could smell her 
from seven miles away. What's 
more you would be totally in- 
capable of any motive other than 
‘sex with her. 

The compelling habits of the 
silkworm moth are expounded in 
Magie Der Sinne Im Tierreich, a 
book by Vitus B. Droscher being 
published in London (W. H. Allen) 
and New York (Dutton $8.95) as 
The Magic of the Senses. It 
describes animal feats of detection, 
navigation, response, and com- 
munication which first excite our 
amazement and finally exhaust our 
credulity: from the salmon return- 
ing to his natal river to the African 
knife fish that “sees” by means of 
an electromagnetic field he creates 
around himself. 

When something happens to an 
ant that is worth communicating 
to his fellows he exudes a 
substance called a pheromone, an 
external hormone. This is borne 
through the air and picked up by 
another ant. When it is taken into 
the receiver's body he is galvanized 
into action as specified by the 
pheromone. The butterfly’s seven- 
mile flight was similarly triggered. 

It's not hard to dream ‘up 
possibilities comic, tragic, and 
weird for the notion of human 
pheromones. One scientistdecided 
they may exist. His experiment 
was to wipe his scrotum with his 
breast pocket handkerchief before 
going dancing, knowing his part- 
ner's face would be only inches 
away from the handkerchief and 
hoping she would react like our 
butterfly. Unfortunately, he did not 
report his scientific findings. 

Population is controlled by 
pheromones in animals as different 
as frogs and mice. When there are 
too many tadpoles in an aquarium, 
the younger ones stop eating and 
die; when there are too many 
mice in a cage, the females 
produce a pheromone that results 
in sterility for the lot of them. Thus 
there are pheromone contracep- 
tives as well as aphrodisiacs. 
While some mad scientist may 
even now be working on creating 
the aphrodisiac for people, a 
pheromone will never replace the 
pill; a girl could get a cold in the 
nose and end up a mother. 

Though he doesn’t make the 
point explicit, it is impossible to 
put down Mr Dréscher's book 
without an uncomfortable sense 


Rip Torn in Tropic: Not sex but freedom. 


Lincoln Repertory’s Time of your 
Life: Little islands of despair. 


Henry Fonda in Our Town: play 
of the century? 


of surprise that man is so much 
less efficient in so many ways 
than “lower animals. Our sense 
of smell, for instance, is a million 
times less sensitive than a German 
Shepherd dog's, and by insect 
standards we are olfactory illi- 
terates. 

Theories on the origin of 
language—most of them old be- 
cause contemporary linguists will 
have nothing to do with the 
subject—mostly posit the need to 
communicate practical facts, e.g. 
“Look out Ug, that tree is falling on 
you.” And only after such com- 
munication was well along came 
such frills as “I am happy”. But 
what if mankind created language 
the way babies learn it today? 
Mag notices Ug responds with 
a similar song when she sings a 
happy one. A lot of struggle goes 
on before the factual content of an 


emotional state is communicated. 
Thus: “Il am happy because | 
killed a rabbit”, rather than merely 
“1 am happy”. Finally we have 
communication of facts without 
emotion. Thus we know that we 
are great because our ancestors 
put pleasure before business. 

Not so the ants. Every phero- 
mone in their dictionary is totally 
practical. They deserve the love- 
less life they have—as all of us 
grasshoppers know. 

Can we conceive any system of 
communication in which one 
could proclaim, “In the beginning 
was the smell”? The funny 
is that ever since John (or who- 
ever) wrote in Greek, “In the 
beginning was the Logos’, we 
inefficient babblers have been 
disagreeing about whether he 
meant “Word”, and if so in what 
sense.—Norman Hoss 


Hollywood's gilded youth : 


People are saying lately that 
Hollywood has changed. “They're 
scared out here”, says one pro- 
ducer recently returned from a 
year in Europe. “There's a new 
kind of depression in the wind’. 
Publications as diverse as Variety 
and the Wall Street Journal also 
report that Hollywood is scared 
because big budget pictures can't 
make money anymore, not the 
way they used to at least. Pictures 
like Easy Rider and Medium Cool 
and Last Summer, made for 
relatively little money by and with 
relatively unknown people, are 
raking in the coins, while the big 
musicals like Star, Dr Doolittle 
and Sweet Charity are dying at the 
box office. 

Eventually some crafty business 
mind registers what these success- 
ful new films have in common: 
they are by young people about 
young people. “Youth is the 
gimmick", he circulates. (What 
could quality have to do with it?) 
“Yeah,’’ all the aging tycoons of 
the industry moan, “youth is 
money”, and they point to Para- 
mount’s new operations chief, 
29-year-old Stanley R. Jaffe 
(doesn't sound very young) who 
produced the youth-oriented 
Goodbye Columbus. They forget, 
of course, that way back in the 
"20s Irving Thalberg was Holly- 
wood's resident boy wonder at 19. 

Even this Hollywood brand of 
fear is nothing new. The same 
fear accompanied the  intro- 
ductions of the full-length movie, 
sound and color. Technicolor, for 
instance, was pretty much per- 
fected in the mid-‘30s, but too 
many studio bosses recalled that 
color had already flopped in 1930. 
“The public doesn’t want color’, 
they said. Then in 1936 a routine 
feature film (Trail of the Lonesome 
Pine) was released in color, 
made millions, and suddenly all 
Hollywood was running off after 
the Technicolor rainbow. 

The pattern is always the same. 
Immediately an innovation is 
presented, the bosses put their 
heads together and decide that it 
(whatever it is) is just a flash in 
the till. “Sound? Who wants 
sound? If they want sound, they 
got vaudeville”. 

This time it is youth, the 
straining of the young against 
social structures they find invalid, 
but why be so specific? You'll 
find it easily in any studio story 
file under “Kids, Motorcycles” 
right after “Hardy, Andy” and 
“Junior, Miss.” And you can be 
sure the Hollywood establishment 


will try to corner the youth market. 


It will miss the point, of course. 
It will take all the fresh origi 
and have their noses fixed, their 
hair plasticized, their teeth 
straightened and teach them 
“M.G.M.” English. But that’s an 
old Hollywood story, too. Universal 
studio boss Carl Laemmle let 
young Bette Davis’ contract ex- 
pire because “she had as much 
sex appeal as Slim Summerville”, 
and Sam Goldwyn let a new actor 
named Clark Gable go because his 
ears were too big. 

So you can’t really lament the 
present depressed condition of 
Hollywood. Hollywood has always 
been a mirage. Nothing but a 
transplantation of Eastern shop- 
keepers out to make a fast buck. 
Sure, they all eventually longed for 
respectability. They imported 
British writers, Broadway directors, 
legitimate actors (if that’s not a 
contradiction in terms) and 
happened to make some great 
movies. 

The great ones who did not 
leave soon enough—Orson Welles, 
Buster Keaton, Vincent Minnelli, 
Luise Rainer, D. W. Griffith, to 
name a few of hundreds—were 
ruined by it or ruined themselves. 
Some have been known to stick 
around and survive it. Maybe the 
“New Breed”, as they are already 
being called by the establishment, 
the youth, will survive it, too. 
Maybe they have the deter- 
mination to keep their crooked 
noses and native twangs, even 
their ideals. And they might keep: 
making good pictures and those 
pictures might keep making 
money. It has happened before— 
even in  Hollywood._James 
Kotsilibas-Davis 


On revival night <i, 


Sometimes the oldies are the 
goodies, like this year on Broad- 
way. Take The Time of Your Life 
at Lincoln Center, a genuine up- 
lifting of the spirit of man put right 
out there on the stage for everyone 
to see. Nick’s bar in San Francisco 
where Everyman Joe sits sipping 
champagne, wondering about life, 
and observing with cheery good 
humor and inquiring quizzical 
demeanor all those wondrous, 
over-real people who parade past 
him. 

Tom, whose life Joe once saved 
and who now devotes his entire 
time to running all the incongruous 
errands that Joe thinks up for 
him. Kitty, the prostitute, who 
cries (as do we all) at the loss of 
her childhood until she runs off to 
marry Tom. Willy, the pinball- 
machine addict who finally makes 
it pay off in a riot of American 
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flags and other noisy patriotisms. 
Harry, the dancer, the would-be 
funny man who can't find anyone 
to laugh at his jokes (once played 
by Gene Kelly). All of them are 
little islands of despair who have 
gathered in Nick's saloon to show 
Joe and all of us the real stuff of 
living with a sad yesterday and 
hopefully a sweet tomorrow. 

The grandeur of Saroyan is that 
when he inspects humanity (even 
30 years ago), he finds essentially 
good people with their vulnera- 
bility showing. If he treats basically 
maudlin situations with a mite too 
much tenderness, then | suggest 
that a Tom-Kitty thing is more 
often than not played with senti- 
ment in life if not in the theatre. 
Kitty is a fragile little protean, 
Tom is too open and good- 
hearted. Joe ponders the human 
condition as an optimist. 

This play has been taken to task 
by some critics for being essen- 
tially a cliché rather than a reality. 
Clive Barnes in the New York 
Times called it trivia, and sees 
Saroyan as a craftsman of limited 
vision. Perhaps Clive, in this case 
at any rate, equates the depth of 
darkness in man’s soul with its 
dramatic viability while | suggest 
that there indeed can be much 
good stage stuff made of hope and 
optimism. It is a pointless exercise 
to argue whether a writer is a poet 
or a hack. It all relates directly to 
one’s own accessibility to ab- 
Straction. Saroyan’s concept of 
life and the words he has chosen 
in The Time of Your Life to express 
this concept enable one to see 
more clearly the sharp little 
thrusts of happy-times-around- 
the-corner that punctuate even 
the grimmest of lives. Let us reject 
the concept that there are no 
dramatic heroes in the sunshine, 
only in the darkness. Nobility can 
be wrought out of the knowledge 
‘of man’s inherent good. This play 
is essentially a reaffirmation of an 
existence that plays us tricks but 
also manages to deliver on its 
promises at least in some small 
measure to all of us. It is an early 


Stalwart of the Theatre Of 


Optimism. 


Our Town by Thornton Wilder is 
another reach into the past and 
another bullseye. This could be 
the most important U.S. play of 
the century. | say this while 
acknowledging a deep love for 
Death of a Salesman by Arthur 
Miller and a real respect for the 
depth of contemporary human 
suffering Eugene O'Neill was able 
to plumb during his harrowing 
lifetime. His Mourning Becomes 
Electra is powerful theatre whose 
origins lie firmly in the ancient 
Greek concept of tragedy. O'Neill 
exposed man’s psyche on the 
stage in a unique way for modern 
theatre—the use of masks to 
expose the inner man thinking and 
speaking at odds with the exterior 
man. 

These are works of master play- 
wrights who have seen the 
despair of existence and have 
exposed it on the stage so that we 
might, if we are perceptive enough, 
understand ourselves a little better. 
Granted that Thornton Wilder may 
not be such a master of drama- 
turgy. But in Our Town he has 
undeniably conquered his medium, 
the stage, in a manner more 
compelling than in the other 
plays. Compelling, because Sa/es- 
man and Electra require that the 
audience bring a substantial—for 
most people an impossible— 
degree of theatrical and psycho- 
logical awareness to the theater. 
They must know the medium 
before they can possibly under- 
stand the play and how it relates 
to them. On the other hand, Our 
Town stands alone as an example 
of real culture, since it communi- 


cates with everyone, deals with | 


life in simple terms, and cour- 
ageously poses an attitude for 
after-life that everyone, regardless 
of religious or ethical belief can 
sympathize with. 

The play tells the story of a 
New Hampshire town, traces a 
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Country Joe (/eft) and Woody Guthrie 


/ike in their generation. 


few lives—mostly of George Gibbs 
and Emily Webb who go to school 
together, get married, and are 
separated by death. Henry Fonda 
plays the Stage Manager, a 
homespun Greek chorus who is 
slightly indicative of a superior 
being helping us stumble through 
life only to be strangely neutralized 
when it’s all over. But it tells of 
the human experience as a good 
thing and joins Time of Your Life 
as a gem from the Theatre of 
Optimism.—Sandy Lesberg 


Fellow folk 


A voice was heard in the land 
during the Depression years. 
Harsh and somewhat nasal, it 
issued forth from a young 
Oklahoman named Woody 
Guthrie. He was a person of 
conscience and compassion, 
deeply concerned with workers, 
the plight of displaced Dust Bowl 
farmers, the general harshness of 
life and the health of the country. 

By the time Guthrie had reached 
his teen years, he had faced 
several personal tragedies and 
much hard travelin’. And “things 
was starting to stack up in my 
head and | felt just like | was going 
out of my wits if | didn’t find some 
way of saying what | was think- 
ing”, he said. Guthrie tried paint- 
ing. Then an uncle taught him to 
play guitar and "I got going out a 
couple nights a week to the cow 
ranches around to play square 
dances. | made up new words to 
old tunes and sung them every- 
where I'd go.” 

Progressively Guthrie became 
the prototypal “ramblin’ man”, 
having his say wherever he would 
play. He created topical songs, 
from harsh to humorous, illumi- 
nating his vision of the nation’s 
confusion, its errors, while keeping 
his faith in its beauty from East to 
West, and the basic goodness of 
the people. He once wrote: “| am 
out to sing songs that will prove to 
you that this is your world and 
that if it has hit you pretty hard 
and knocked you for a dozen 
loops . . . no matter what color, 
what size you are, how you are 
built, | am out to sing songs that 
make you take pride in yourself 
and in your. work.” Up from 
poverty, Guthrie, like many of his 
generation, held that work—good 
work—is ennobling. 

Recently Guthrie's ~—_ wife 
Marjorie, an interesting and 
gracious lady, turned up on David 
Frost's syndicated TV show, where 
she carefully delineated what her 
husband had meant, how he had 
endured indomitably the pro- 
gressive debilitation of Hunting- 


ton’s chorea before his death in 
1967 at 55. Clearly she had allied 
herself with a rather special man. 
And now she felt it her duty to 
Motivate research to cut down the 
disease that had killed one of 
America’s folk poets. A few days 
after the program a record arrived 
in the mail called Country Joe 
McDonald Thinking of Woody 
Guthrie (Vanguard VSD-6546), 

It was reassuring to find that, 
even in this period of inflated 
affluence, the Guthrie songs re- 
main pertinent. Country Joe, 
also outspoken and committed, 
proves a worthy interpreter with 
his group, The Fish, a San 
Francisco unit. 

The songs were recorded in 
Nashville with empathetic backing 
by an octet of country musicians. 

“1 never really knew Woody 
Guthrie but | can’t help feel that 
somehow | always knew Woody”, 
comments McDonald, who sings 
in a calm yet feeling voice on the 
border between tenor and bari- 
tone. “This record is a collection 
of songs | just naturally learned 
and loved in my early years of 
playing and singing. Woody said 
that he wanted to be known as the 
man who told you something you 
already knew, but for me this is a 
clue to the beauty and genius of 
Woody Guthrie, for he was just an 
ordinary man—he never gave you 
the feeling that he was better than 
you in any way, and he never gave 
you the feeling that he was worse 
than you. But that he loved you 
because you were just like him 
and he was just like you. Some- 
how, without thinking, he tapped 
the reality and the dream of what 
it means to be an American.” 

If Guthrie had come up in this 
generation, he would have been 
Country Joe or someone very 
much like him. Most important, 
however, the songs—like all great 
comment—do not lose their effect 
with time. They provide a telling 
perspective of a period as filled 
with confusion and misery as the 
turbulent 1960s. 


Penthouse picks Fc 


From Memphis To Las Vegas— 
Elvis Presley (RCA Victor LSP- 
6020) also available on eight- 
track tape (P8S5076) 

A Gift of Love—Betsy Chapman 
(Capitol ST-260) also available on 
eight-track tape (8XT260) 
Clouds—Joni Mitchell (Reprise 
CRX6341) also available on eight- 
track tape (8RM6341) 

In A Silent Way—Miles Davis 
(Columbia CS9875) 

Glass Onion — Arif Mardin 
(Atlantic SD-8222) also available 
on eight-track tape (TP-8222) 

/ Am The President—David Frye 
(Elektra EKS 75006) also avail- 
able on eight-track tape 
(ET85006) and cassette 
(TC55006)—Burt Korall 


Tell someone you like 


about Lark's Gas-Irap ‘filter. 


She may say 
“Didnt we meet in Grenoble?” 


Get the conversation off the ground. 
Tell her that almost 90% ereeeee smoke is gas. 
Now say that Lark has the patented Gas-Traf filter. 
It reduces “tar,’ nicotine, and certain harsh gases, too. 
Then mention that the Nationwide Consumer Testing 
Institute reported that Lark’s Gas-Iraf filter reduces 
certain harsh gases by more than twice as much as any 
of the thirteen ordinary popular filter brands tested. 
So, tell someone you'd like to like about Lark's 
easy-taste and Gas-Trapi filter. 
It'll be down hill from then on. 


By” King Size 
or 100s 


the bar of Delmonico’s in New 

York for a late evening drink. 
Delmonico’s is a fascinating place. It 
stands, as it has stood since the last 
century, a few blocks from Wall Street. 
Every evening after the stock markets 
close, brokers and speculators and 
others assemble there to talk and plan 
and think long thoughts about the past 
and future. There is no financial segrega- 
tion at Delmonico’s. They drink together : 
bulls and bears, winners and _ losers. 
Some are in handtailored English suits, 
some in frayed jackets and mismatched 
pants. Some will leave in chauffered 
limousines, some on the subway. No 
matter. This is a place where men’s 
fortunes change rapidly. Delmonico’s 
knows it and the stock market knows it 
nothing is permanent. Sometimes you're 
up, sometimes you're down. 

At the bar that night | met a man 
named Charlie Mundy. Charlie was 
wearing a seedy jacket and a gravy- 
stained tie, and he was drinking beer. 
It was all he could afford. He’d been on 
top a year or so back, he told me, but 
then he'd wiped himself out. He’d done 
it by making some bad guesses in a 
hair-raisingly risky gambit called short 
selling. He was down to his last few 
hundred bucks. 

| was up that month: I'd made some 
money on a hot over-the-counter stock 
and | was feeling generous. | filled poor 
old Charlie with martinis to soothe his 
troubled soul. (He liked House of Lords 
gin; the name seemed to give him some 


HOW TOTURN $100 INTO 


$1,000,000 


An expert examination of a market 
technique that Wall Streeters rate as 
the world’s most intelligent gamble 
by 
Max Gunther 


Cit of years ago | stopped in at 


kind of nostalgic or masochistic kick.) 
He became loquacious. He talked as 
though his world had ended. 

“A couple of lousy hundred,” said he. 
“I've been down before but never this 
bad. I've always had a few thousand to 
start out with again. If you've got a few 
thou you can always make it back up. 
But how can you do anything with a 
few hundred? I've had it. I’m finished. 
This is it, the bottom. Christ. I’ve actually 
got to go out and get a job to keep from 
starving.” 

Fulltime stock-market speculators, 
those free-souled oddballs, hate jobs. | 
sympathized with Charlie Mundy. He 
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was crushed flat. He seemed gone for 
for good. 

But this year | ran into him at 
Delmonico’s again. And he was in 
handcrafted Italian boots and a spiffy 
Edwardian suit, and he was drinking his 
favorite gin and tipping the barkeep a 
ridiculous fifty percent, and he had a 
very expensive-looking blonde with 
him. He was up again ! 

“How did you do it?” | asked. 

“Puts and calls,” he said. 

Of course. Puts and calls. There was 
hardly any other way in which he could 
conceivably have done it. 


NOT MUCH PERCENTAGE 
IN SAVINGS 


This is an article about puts and calls, 
but don’t let that turn you off. Puts and 
calls sound mysterious, complex and 
arcane. They aren't. They're simple. 
They're also delightful. They are perhaps 
the world’s most intelligent gamble. 

Puts and calls represent one of the 
very few routes by which a man can 
start with a few ten-dollar bills and end 
with a million. Fast. 

Permit me to make two basic assump- 
tions about you. You're a young man 
who doesn’t have a lot of money. And 
wishes he did. 

A formidable dilemma. You've got to 
have money to make money, the old 
truism says. Like most generalities this 
one has a few holes in it, but by and 
large it holds water. This was the hard 
fact that troubled Charlie Mundy when 
he got himself wiped out. If you have 
only a little bit of money to play with, it 


can’t easily win you any bigtime wealth. 

Suppose you have $100. What can 
you do with it to make it grow? Well, 
one thing you can do is put it in a bank 
savings account. It earns you 5% a year. 
You give your C-note to a banker on 
January 1, and on December 31 he 
hands you back $105. Not very exciting. 
To make it worse, inflation is eroding 
the value of your money at a rate of 
about 4% a year. This means your $105 
is actually worth, in round numbers, 
only $101 in true spending power. To 
make it still worse, you must pay 
income tax on that unreal $5 interest. 
If you're in a 30% tax bracket, you pay 
$1.50 of that interest to the U.S. 
government. Subtracting that from your 
$101, you have $99.50. 

You began the year with a hundred 
bucks and ended with half a dollar less. 
You can’t make any money that way. 

What's more, savings accounts just 
aren't interesting. There's no action, no 
excitement. Savings are for the old, the 
weary, the timid and the very, very rich. 

All right, so you turn to the stock 
market. Here you've got action. But 
you're still up against the same dilemma. 
Psychologically, the market favors big- 
time investors. Suppose there's a stock 
that rises in price from $100 to $110 
over a couple of weeks’ time. That's fun, 
but it’s much more fun for the big 
plunger than the small. A man who buys 
$100,000 worth of the stock makes ten 
grand on the deal. You, with your $100 
make a measly ten bucks. 

Is it worth the trouble ? Maybe not. 

But consider puts and calls (or, to use 
their full name, put and call options). 
Here’s a method by which you can 
invest small amounts of money and, if 


“Damn them, they won't let me forget! 
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you're smart and lucky, win big amounts. 

To define: 

A call is a piece of paper that 
guarantees you the privilege of buying 
a certain stock at a fixed price over a 
certain span of time in the future. 

Let's say there's a stock selling for 
$10 a share, and you believe it will rise 
to $15 in a few months. If you have 
$200 to invest, you can buy twenty 
shares. (For simplicity, we'll leave 
brokers’ commissions out of the calcu- 
lations.) If the stock rises to $15 as you 
hoped, you sell out for $300 and make 
a profit of $100. 

A 50% profit is fine, but it could be a 
lot better. Instead of buying the stock 
itself, you buy a ca// on it. For roughly 
the same $200 or less, you can buy 
what's called a “six-month call at the 
market”. What this means is that, at any 
time of your choice over the next six 
months—the so-called “option’’ period 
—you can buy a round lot (a hundred 
shares) of this stock at today’s market 
price of $10 a share. (The phrase “at 
the market” means “at today’s market 
price’’.) 

Now see what happens when the 
market price rises to $15. You phone 
your broker and tell him to exercise 
your call option. He buys a hundred 
shareg at your guaranteed fixed price of 
$10—which costs a total of $1,000. He 
then turns around and instantly sells 
the shares on the open market at the 
going price of $15—a total of $1,500. 
He gives you the difference of $500 (less 
his commission). The call cost you 
$200, so your profit on the deal, in 
round numbers, is $300. 

Instead of making 50% on your 
money, you've made three times as 
much, 


HOW TO MAKE FALLING 
STOCKS PAY 


A put is precisely the opposite of a 
call. This is a piece of paper that gives 
you the privilege of se//ing, rather than 
buying, a stock at a fixed price over a 
future timespan. 

You buy a put option when you 
believe a stock is about to drop in price. 
Consider that same stock on which you 
bought the call. The market price is now 
$15 a share. You guess it's going to 
drop back down to $10. All right, you 
bet $200 on it: you buy a six-month 
put “at the market.” This put guarantees 
you the right to sell a hundred shares 
of the stock for $15 per share, at any 
time of your choice over the half-year 
option period. 

Your prediction turns out to be 
correct. The price drops to $10. Your 
broker buys a hundred shares on the 
open market for $1,000, simultaneously 


exercises your put and sells the shares 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 64 
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Limited time only...new member of Capitol Record Club can... 


CHOOSE YOUR FIRST SELECTION 


FROM THESE TOP HITS! . 


= $79.98 Value 
Longines 


Symphonette 
Stereo Phono 


Yes, you can own this Component Mark II Stereo 
Phonograph for just $14.98! Superbly engineered | 
by Longines Symphonette, the Component Mark Il __ 
features advanced solid-state design for reliable 
instant-on performance...two detachable full-range 
speakers...separate volume controls...handsome 
high-impact wood-grain enclosure... plus an array 

of features you'd expect to find only in a stereo 
selling for $80 or more. It is yours for just $14.98 
with new membership in Capitol Record Club. (De- 
luxe Model Mark II with BSR record changer—just 
$4.98 additional.) 


As a member of America’s fastest growing record 
club you will receive each month a full-size, full- 
color issue of the Club magazine, KEYNOTES. Here 
you discover the exciting world of records and 
recording stars...you go behind the scenes through 
fascinating pictures and articles. KEYNOTES also 
features news of the selection of the month in your 
own musical division, as well as hundreds of other 
top records to choose from! 


You also enjoy special charge-account privileges 
that allow you to charge all your purchases through 
your Club Credit Account. And every record you 
buy is unconditionally guaranteed. You must be 
delighted in every way or you return it and owe 
nothing! 


You can receive FREE records too! Once you have 
completed your enrollment agreement, you are eli- 
gible to take part in one of the most fantastic offers 
in the record industry: ONE FREE ALBUM FOR 
EVERY ALBUM YOU BUY! 


Don’t delay! Act right now to take advantage of this 
unique opportunity. Your own Component Mark II 
Stereo Phonograph for just $14.98 (Deluxe Model— 
$4.98 extra)...membership in America’s fastest 
growing record club...the chance to receive one 
record FREE for every one you buy! Fill in and mail 
the postpaid card today! 


Diamond stylus and 
ceramic cartridge 
Multi-Speed turntable 


Separate volume controls 
for stereo balance 


Program tone control 
Solid state amplifier 

Two detachable speakers 
90-day unconditional 
warranty 


IF ORDER CARD IS MISSING, FILL IN AND MAIL THIS COUPON. 


Capitol Record Club: Stereo Phonograph Division 
Thousand Oaks, California 91360 


Please accept me as a member of Capitol Record Club, I've indicated my first 
fecord purchase, for which you will bill me $4.98 plus shipping. Please send 
my Deluxe Model Component Mark II Stereo Phonograph and bill me $19.96 
plus small shipping-handling charge. | agree to buy 12 more records of my 
Choice at the regular Club price during the next twelve months. All records 
will be shipped in stereo, also guaranteed playable on most mono phono- 
graphs. All orders subject to acceptance at Club headquarters. 


O Check here for Regular Model phonograph without 
automatic record changer (for just $14.98) 


IMPORTANT: Please check one. The music | like best is: 
C Easy Listening 0 Classical 0 Jazz 0 Country Sound 
OC Now Sound C Popular Vocalists 0 Movies & Shows 


Onr. 
OMiss. 


OMrs. 
Address. 


Send me this 
selection as my 
first purchase. 

Write number below. 


City. State. 


Zip. Telephone. 
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003253535 


Sheraton Hotels and Motor Inns announce the reservation number to end all reservation numbers. 


8003253535 


The one reservation number for all Sheraton Hotels and Motor Innsin the world. 


8003253535 


Callit free Anytime from anywhere in the Continental United States. 


8003253535 


Callit free anytime and you'll get an immediate confirmation. 


8003253535 


Callit... or your travel agent will call it for you. 
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Irreverent reveries 
of cloistered clerics 
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“That one's 
double-crossed 
the best of us." 
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You don't look the same. 


Used to be, clothes came in conservative colors. So naturally we made our 
Supp-hose socks in conservative colors too. 

But things have changed. 

Today clothes come in all kinds of great colors. 

And so do our socks. 

In fact Supp-hose Socks come in sixteen different colors. All with the patented* 
two-way rib. 

Colors like antique gold, seaman blue, and moss green. Even good old basic black. 

That means there’s a pair of Supp-hose Socks to wear with just about anything. 
And of course they all still make you feel great. 

After all, just because you don’t look the same, doesn’t mean you shouldn’t 


feel the same. Su pp-hose Socks. 


———) aes 
*U.S. Pat. No. 2739467 ‘Another fine product of Kayser-Roth 


IRVING: 
WALLACE 


@@What | have proposed 

to Congress is free choice by 
any adult to read or see 
anything. It’s imperfect, 

but less imperfect than what 


is going on today @® 


PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 
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The daydream of almost every writer is 
to make the Top Ten just once and then 


retire to the Riviera and count his 
royalties. Irving Wallace, a genial pipe- 
smoking 53-year-oid Californian, has 
made mincemeat out of the laws of 
probability by hitting the best-seller list 
with his last six novels. A slow starter 
but a spectacular finisher, Wallace 
began writing at the age of eight, made 
his first sale ($5) at the age of 15 and 
turned out millions of words as a 
magazine and movie-script writer with- 
out ever hitting the big time. Then in 
1960, at the age of 44, he came out of 
nowhere to top U.S. bestseller lists with 
his second novel, The Chapman Report. 
With the regularity of the swallows 


returning to Capistrano, he has re- 
appeared roughly every 18 months 
thereafter with a new major bestseller. 
Each of his last six novels has sold 
massively in hard-cover, fetched a 
handsome sum from the movies, en- 
joyed an impressive popularity in 20 or 
more foreign languages (including 
Serbo-Croatian and Japanese), and 
sold mind-boggling mountains of copies 
in paperback. 

Wallace cannot estimate his total 
book sales within 10 million. “The New 
York Times once figured that | had sold 
30 million copies,” Wallace says, “but 
my agents tell me the total is somewhere 
between 45 and 50 million.” Wallace 
fans form a kind of international free- 


masonry. He once was allowed back- 
stage at the Lido nightclub in Paris to 
research a scene for his novel, The Plot. 
When word got out about his presence, 
he was besieged by showgirls clad only 


in their G-strings, plying him with 
questions about his books. “It was very 
difficult to discourse on writing while 
totally surrounded by bare nipples,” 
Wallace says. 

In the past nine years, with no other 
equipment than a 40-year-old Under- 
wood typewriter and uncounted reams 
of blank paper, Wallace has made an 
estimated $7,000,000. Wallace himself 
sternly refuses to talk about money. 
“Coupling an author with his income is 
unliterary and dangerous for the author,” 


he has said. “Any other type of creative 
artist can make all the money on earth 
and have it publicized—even Picasso, 
Giacometti, Stravinsky, Nureyev, Bern- 
stein—and somehow it is all right. 
Money only proves his acceptance and 
value. But somehow, among the literary 
opinion-makers, there is a strong feeling 
that a writer shouldn’t make too much 
money, or if he does, it should be kept a 
dark secret. A novelist may possess 
other things—homosexuality, addiction 
to drugs, alcoholism, a predilection 
toward beating women—and somehow 
this is laudable and literary, and gives 
him cachet. But not money, the root of 
evil reviews.” 

Sure enough, along with his sales 
success, Wallace has become a target 
of denigration by the critics (some of 
whom are non-best-seller novelists on 
the side), put down by Life, Time, 
Newsweek, and the Saturday Review as 
a fellow who has contrived a formula 
for popular novels (and subsequent big- 
budget movies) and who cranks them 
out automatically like a machine stamp- 
ing out plastic fribbles. He has been 
lumped with a little group of other 
popular writers—including Irving Stone, 
Leon Uris, Jacqueline Susann, and 
Harold Robbins—as the “Irving School 
of Novelists’ who prefabricate what 
their critics call “non-books’’. 

Disregarding reviewers’ judgments, 
throngs of readers are snatching 
currently Wallace’s seventh novel, The 
Seven Minutes, in record numbers. His 
previous hard-cover champion was 
The Man, which sold 105,000. In the 
first six weeks, Simon & Schuster 
printed 150,000 copies of The Seven 
Minutes and the end is still nowhere in 
sight. 

Wallace heatedly denies that he has a 
best-seller formula other than a passion 
for research (he makes intricately de- 
tailed notes for three or four years 
before beginning a book) and the ability 
to rivet himself to his desk for long 
lonely months at a stre. h and “write, 
write, write—and then rewrite”. 

He has a talent, however, for illuminat- 
ing (his own view) or exploiting (as his 
critics charge) subjects of contemporary 
controversy. His Chapman Report dealt 
with a sex-study so similar to the Kinsey 
Report that the Kinsey people for a 
time considered seeking an injunction 
to ban the book. The Prize examined the 
pressures and politics of the Nobel 
award and was widely denounced in the 
Scandinavian countries, where no pub- 
lishing house would print it. The Man 
told the story of the first Negro U.S. 
President and brought Wallace tele- 
phoned threats from bigots until he 
changed to an unlisted number. The 
Plot used as its point of departure the 
assassination of President John 
Kennedy and appeared in the midst of 
the hubbub over the Warren Report. 


The Seven Minutes follows the same 


pattern, centering on the obscenity 
trial of an imaginary pornographic 
classic. 


Ads for Minutes promise to take the 
reader “‘into the center of today’s battle 
over sexual freedom, perversion, nudity, 
permissive speech and human rights”. 
The book's cover portrays a nude 
woman on her back with her legs 
akimbo, and the imaginary porno classic 
that Wallace writes about is described 
as ‘the most obscene piece of porno- 
graphy ever written’. In contrast with 
this deep-breathing promotion, 
Wallace’s new novel contains little 
calculated to inflame the reader, deals 
instead with the legal problems of 
defining obscenity and explores the 
historical and contemporary impact of 
pornography. 

Wallace believes that censorship of 
any form is ultimately unworkable and 
unhealthy. He has proposed to a con- 
gressional committee that the U.S 
abandon all attempts to legislate what 
adults may read in books or view on the 
movie screen. He has also, for the first 
time since he began writing books, gone 
on the road with speeches and appeared 
on television talk-shows, advocating 
“freedom of choice’ for adult readers. 
Some cynics imply that he has merely 
adopted the publicity tactics of 
Jacqueline Susann, who tub-thumped 
her Valley of the Dolls and The Love 
Machine on to the bestseller lists with 
a promotion campaign. Wallace, 
an earnest and _ articulate man 
who turns faintly pink when -people 
question his motives, insists that he has 
deep-running feelings on the subjects 
of freedom of expression and censor- 
ship in general. 

In this exclusive Penthouse interview, 
conducted by James Phelan, Wallace 
marshals his arguments that porno- 
graphy will ultimately lead to a healthier 
nation, and touches on subjects ranging 
from pot to prostitution. We found him 
blocking out his eighth novel—and 
predictable seventh  bestseller—The 
Word. 


Penthouse: How did you get the idea for The 
Seven Minutes? 

Wallace: The first crude idea came to me in 
1964 and grew out of my experience with The 
Chapman Report. | was never involved in a 
censorship case on my own books in the U.S. 
but there were some instances abroad and a 
big case in Italy in 1961. This was a criminal 
case against The Chapman Report. The govern- 
ment had decided that the book was youth- 
corrupting and that | had used the sex survey 
as a means of writing a pornographic book. 
The publisher was desperate and came to me 
and asked me to prepare an affidavit outlining 
my research, describing my motives in writing 
it, and listing people of repute who had read it 
and not been destroyed by it. Fortunately just at 
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that time President Kennedy and Jacqueline 
had said publicly that they had read the book, 
and Margaret Mead had defended it. My 
publisher won the case, The whole experience 
fascinated me. Here were people calling me a 
dirty writer and that wasn’t the way | felt at all. 
So | got the idea of writing a novel about what 
happens to a man who suddenly gets caught 
up ina big obscenity case. Originally | intended 
to focus on the writer, but then | changed this 
and made my central figure the lawyer who 
defends the book. 

Penthouse: Did you write The Seven Minutes 
primarily to capitalize on a controversial subject 
or as a vehicle to voice your own views on 
censorship ? 

Wallace: How can one truly evaluate his own 
motives ? Let me say that as a writer I've always 
been deeply concerned about censorship. | also 
thought it was a great subject for a story or | 
couldn't have written it and lived with it for 
three years. | won't write anything unless | 
think it is a good story. | also like to say some- 
thing that is topical or even a little ahead of its 
time. It has been suggested by people who 
aren't very nice to me that The Seven Minutes 
gave me an opportunity to write about 
pornography while being able to say that | am 
not a pornographer. But there is little in the 
book that deals explicitly with the personal 
lives of the characters. There is only one scene 
in which the protagonist is seen in his private 
life, having sexual intercourse. Beyond that, the 
use of four-letter words, the use of different 
positions in intercourse, and such material is 
used in the context of the obscenity trial. If you 
didn’t do that, how could you write about the 
subject? Another point where | had to examine 
my motives was when | brought in the making 
of a stag film. | put that in not to titillate, though 
many will find this hard to believe. | needed an 
example of the real crass commercialism of 
smut, without merit, and wanted to show the 
hero's distaste at having to defend that sort of 
thing as well as what he considered good. 
Penthouse: What is your view of what you 
yourself would describe as hard-core porno- 
graphy? 

Wallace: You mean the stuff you'll find on 
42nd Street in New York and on Melrose 
Avenue here in L.A.? | think the prime issue is 
whether a work of pornography of any kind 
can drive anybody to commit anti-social 
behavior. All law centers on that issue. It can’t 
be resolved because there is absolutely no 
scientific evidence. | corresponded with the 
two men who conducted the most extensive 
survey on this subject in modern times, a 
sociologist at Northwestern and a psycho- 
analyst at Chicago University. They got 3,400 
responses from psychiatrists and psychologists 
and 80 per cent replied that there was 
absolutely no connection between reading 
pornography and committing acts. Eighty- 
seven per cent expressed the opinion that 
people who censor others do so because they 
have sexual problems of their own. They often 
invoke the welfare of children as a diversionary 
thing to hide their own feelings. | would say 
that much of pornography is disgusting, 
revolting, dull, without merit, patently com- 
mercial. A handful of people need it because 
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they cannot have relations with other people. 
| doubt that it does any serious harm. Perhaps 
a small segment of the young who are already 
disturbed for other reasons may, by reading 
explicit sexual material, divert into fantasy and 
wind up hiding in a corner and masturbating 
beyond the normal healthy amount of mastur- 
bation. 

Penthouse: How do you react personally to 
pornography ? 

Wallace: | went through all the pornography 
shops here and in New York. I've seen the 
beaver movies and what do you have? You 
have a girl lying on her back with her legs 
spread apart and the camera moving in to her 
crotch. | found it absolutely not stimulating. | 
thought maybe something was wrong with me 
and | asked my companions and they said it 
did nothing to them, It is all too overt. As for 
picturing people performing oral-genital acts, 
it may not be very attractive because it is a 
private thing, but | don’t find it terribly offensive. 
| find very little offensive pictorially and in what 
| read. | tried to make a big point in the trial 
scene in The Seven Minutes about four-letter 
words. When you examine their origin and 
show that centuries ago Shakespeare and 
Chaucer were using “cunt” and “fuck” the 
words quickly lose their power to horrify. 
Incidentally, they are not very beautiful words, 
in that they are not melodious or alliterative, 
but they do say what you mean. They are not 
to be misunderstood. 

Penthouse: On the issue of whether porno- 
graphy inspires crime, what about the notorious 
“Moors murders” in England ? 

Wallace: That's an important case in that it is 
now always cited by supporters of censorship. 
But most of the medical and psychiatric people 
who examined the young man in the case said 
that he was a sadist before he ever read the 
Marquis de Sade. They felt that his reading 
wasn't even a trigger for his acts. | believe that 


@@ People were calling me 
a dirty writer and that 
wasn't the way | felt at 


all @@ 


he would have committed his crime without 
ever having read a pornographic book. He was 
simply a sadist, and, after all, we had sadists 
and rapists before there were any printing 
presses. And look at the popularity of murder 
mysteries. No one wants to censor them, or 
argues that they inspire murders—not even 
those dwelling on violence, like the Spillane 
and lan Fleming books. 

Penthouse: You've said that in sexual 
activity and nudity, you do not find anything 
obscene—defining obscene as “‘filthy, dis- 
gusting, indecent.” 

Wallace: | truly can’t think of anything. I'm 
not a big one for the homosexual scene—I 
don't dig it, let's say. But | don't object to 
people performing homosexually. 

Penthouse: Let's try something on the outer 
edges. How about a Tijuana sex circus, where 
a Mexican prostitute performs with a pony 
because some American tourists pay her to do 
so? 

Wallace: You've got a point there. In the frame 
of your question, | would find that indecent and 
disgusting because the prostitute has to do this 
for money. Poverty in the world we live in is a 
true obscenity—and | don’t mean just complete 
poverty. | find it obscene that people have to 
live out their whole lives and die without any 
of the small comforts, always with their noses 
pressed against the windows of everyone else's 
lives. | was very poor once and Ive seen much of 
what is degrading in the lives of poor blacks 
and poor whites in many parts of the world. 
When | said that | found nothing in sexual 
activity obscene, | was thinking of consenting 
adults. | don’t think | would be very happy at 
seeing a child submitting to an adult man, either. 
Penthouse: You are advocating to Congress a 
free choice by any adult to read or see anything 
in the theater or movies. Couldn't this open the 
way for sex circuses on every side street that 
now has a porno shop? 

Wallace: | would answer this way. What | 
propose—free choice but protection for those 
who would be offended—is imperfect. But it 
is less imperfect than what is going on today. 
If people want under their free choice to see a 
sex circus, that is their right. | am terribly afraid 
of other invasions of freedom. 

Penthouse: Isn't it true that the lowering of 
obscenity bars has brought a flood of junk 
rather than a flood of books like your The 
Seven Minutes? 

Wallace: True, that is what has happened up 
to now. But we are operating on a double 
standard. We still have laws that can be invoked, 
So pornography is still secret and furtive. It is 
not wide open yet. | believe that if we went all 
the way as Denmark did after their investigation 
by a royal commission—and | think this will 
happen in 10 or 12 years—America would have 
‘one disgusting year and no more. If we got rid 
of all obscenity statutes and everything were 
available, the junk would fade away. In Denmark 
when the bars were removed there were big 
sales in hard-core books, as much as 100,000 
copies each, but then it dwindled and the sales 
thereafter have been largely exports. A certain 
amount of pictorial stuff still sells well there. 
People inherently have a curiosity about how 
other people look and behave. But the books 
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that | consider good pornography represent 
life, and since sex is X percentage of life there 
is a validity in portraying it honestly even in its 
curious manifestations. | do not refer to the 
wild and unreal books where all men have 
endless sexual powers, all women are nympho- 
maniacs, and only perversions turn people on 
In Denmark, they now seem convinced that 
they are going to get rid of the extreme 
examples. People have a healthy interest in sex; 
it's unhealthy not to be interested in it. | feel 
that by taking the mystery out of sex, man’s 
natural taste will assert itself. 

Penthouse: In the field of entertainment, the 
U.S. began with topless bars and now has 
bottomless bars. The next thing would seem to 
be bottomless homosexual bars. If the law 
permits the heterosexual to examine the object 
of his interest, it could hardly deny the homo- 
sexual the same privilege. 

Wallace: Well, what's wrong with that? It 
doesn’t turn me on, but there is a segment of the 
population that is forever interested in that. | 
would suggest that it is harmless. It is not 
going to destroy the nation, though other things 
might. It may sound awful, but | say “So what ?” 
Penthouse: Under your proposal, we would 
ultimately have the performance of actual 
sexual acts on the stage? We are now, in Oh 
Calcutta /, only a thin piece of gauze away from 
that. 

Wallace: | think such an act is not going to be 
so exciting to a generation which is pretty 
free about sex as it might be to the older 
generation. | don’t think the young people 
would have to go watch to get their kicks. Some 
people have suggested that if sex is too open, 
one day it may destroy romance and privacy 
and the beauty of sex. That is a good point, but 
| don’t think this will happen. The young people 
today are very open in their actions and their 
language, but one day a fully clothed fellow 
meets a fully clothed girl on the campus and 
they fall in love in the old way. Their frankness 
does not extinguish the old excitement of love. 
Some psychiatrists believe that sex is exciting 
because it is a private act. But it still can be 
private; homes have walls. Even though you 
may be able eventually to go into a theater and 
watch the actual act—assuming that a man can 
function in front of 1,000 people—! am not 
concerned about the death of romance. 
Penthouse: Certainly there is a qualitative 
difference between a Joyce recording the 
night-thoughts of Mollie Bloom and a girl 
exhibiting herself in a bottomless bar for pay. 
Wallace: | think many girls do it for other than 
pay—for psychological reasons. What do you 
think has been going on in Hollywood for 
years? I've worked in many studios and I've 
known girls who were willing to sleep with 
anyone all the way up the ladder. They wanted 
to be not merely economically secure but to be 
someone important in terms of our society. | 
would say that 90 per cent of the stars and 
starlets held in great esteem in the U.S. today 
have used their sex organs to get ahead for 
economic reasons or because they simply 
wanted to be a somebody. | see no difference 
in this and the bottomless girl down by the L.A. 
International Airport. | don’t think it is particu- 
larly pretty, but in our materialistic society, 
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@@Nobody should be 
forced into prostitution but 
| would like to see it 

legalized in a society where 
there is no poverty ee 


motivations get a little warped. 
Penthouse: In this context, how do you feel 
about legalized prostitution ? 

Wallace: | believe in it and always have. First 
by instinct and then by reading more about it. 
| believe it would do away with a lot of crime. 
Nobody should be forced into prostitution, but 
| would like to see it legalized in a society where 
there is no poverty. | simply dislike to see girls 
degrade themselves when they feel degraded. 
Penthouse: To carry your no-censorship- 
whatever over into the field of politics, would 
you support the right of men like Gerald L. K. 
Smith to advocate anti-Semitism ? 

Wallace: Absolutely, just as the American 
Civil Liberties Union defends that right. 
Emotionally, of course, we all want to censor 
people we disagree with, and | think Smith is 
terrible. People have also thrown at me, in 
discussions, the problem of Hitler's Mein 
Kampf. Would | censor a Mein Kampf, they 
ask, when it caused the death of six million 
Jews? | maintain that it was not Mein Kampf 
that created six million Jewish deaths. It was 
one instrument in an atmosphere where there 
were many, many other factors. If Mein Kampf 
had been published in the U.S., nothing would 
have happened here. You need many other 
factors than a book. 

Penthouse: How about Karl Marx's writings ? 
Isn't much of the world today testimony to the 
potency of Ais written words? 

Wallace: Marx is a good example, although 
he was almost unreadable. But he needed a few 
leaders to read him, interpret him, and channel 
his ideas into action. Certainly Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin helped fuel the flames against slavery. 
Lincoln credited Harriet Beecher Stowe as a 
little lady who helped start a big war. But book 
or no book, the Civil War would have happened. 
| doubt that any book, including Marx’s Das 
Kapital, would do more than give underpinning 
in this country to things people already believed. 


| think | honestly support free expression for 
ideas | dislike. For example, a group of us were 
very much against the A.B.M. system. We felt 
that Nixon was getting plenty of air time, and 
the opponents were not. We got together and 
raised $250,000 to buy a spectacular network 
show. | was a minor cog, but | was in it early on. 
We went to all three networks and each of them 
turned us down. One executive said, “If we sell 
you that time we also have to sell time to 
someone like H. L. Hunt, the Texas billionaire. 
He could buy an opposing program every night 
and how would you like that?’ We gave it 
up because certainly a Hunt or the Birch Society 
has exactly the same right to free expression 
that we would have. 

Penthouse: Many in the middle class today 
equate the lowering of obscenity standards, 
growing permissiveness on sexual matters, 
and the rising tide of youthful dissent and 
conclude that the glue that holds society 
together is coming apart. 

Wallace: | think a lot of my generation feel 
threatened. We've lived by certain values, 
many of them good, that are now under attack. 
| still believe in a good education and the 
discipline it requires. | don’t believe in throwing 
everything out because it may not seem 
relevant. The world has changed so vastly in 
our time. The kids today know so much more. 
They've seen a war as a daytime serial on 
television and have heard blacks speak with 
passion about the deplorable way they live. 
They've seen that things are really glued to- 
gether in a kind of crazy way. Politically, I'm 
sympathetic with the young people. Not the 
militants—I separate them. | don’t believe in 
hitting people on the head, breaking windows, 
destroying property, though | realize that no 
revolution is antiseptic. Our forebears dumped 
the tea in Boston harbor, let's not forget that. 

This is a revolution. It is bigger than a lot of 
people will face. While many of the kids are not 
activists, they feel that things will have to be 
different. Very slowly | myself have changed 
until I'm almost thinking radically again. Last 
time in the voting booth | simply couldn't vote 
for Humphrey, though I'd have voted for him 
eight years earlier. And | couldn't vote for 
Nixon, certainly. | think that we are ina riding- 
out time now, and the next election will be 
much different. | suspect that the presidency 
will become a one-term office for some years 
to come, because the country is so difficult 
to manage with its clash and ferment. The 
priorities are all screwed up in this country 
and we're going to see a big change in our 
time. | don’t think the country is going to 
become fascistic. | think because of what the 
kids are doing now we're going to have a 
healthier country ten years from now. 

The radical-thinking young left today hates 
communism much as they do capitalism, on 
the ground that they both are repressive 
societies. | think the S.D.S. weatherman group 
is an extremist minority and when they flaunt 
their Vietcong flags, the symbol of another 
repressive system, they turn me off. When | hear 
the young preaching philosophical anarchism 
| tell them that | knew the anarchists in the 
Spanish civil war. They were beautiful people, 
but | tell these young people that if they lived 
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My young life has been filled with 

wishes and wine, and probably more 

fruit cups than any man my age. | have 

been to an uncountable number of 

dinners, get-together banquets, not to 

a mention so-called gourmet assemblies. 

0 At most of these meals you sit down to 


survey an unchanging mixture of tinned fruits 
with its sickeningly sweet cherry staring 
of up at you like some bloodshot Cyclops. 
. . The soup is unmentionable. Salads 
diplomatic aren't pretty and the lettuce leaves 
degustation never fit your mouth. Appetizers | rarely 
consider because they are usually rife 
by Lionel with religious, cultural and political 
suspicions. Maybe my revolt is heredi- 
Braun. tary, and goes back to childhood days of 
swallowing Pablum with only weak 
helplessness, but indoctrinated with the 
simple fact of life that one must eat to 

survive. 

Eating to survive and telling it like it 
isn’t are a pair of talents that can carry 
you safely through diplomatic circles, 

particularly at the United Nations. A 
group of dignitaries and politicos can 
be one of the most dangerous, if not 
dullest gatherings in the world. You 
perceive an aura of affection all about 
you, and it is something of a miracle to 
maintain with people of different beliefs, 
ages, religions and sexes. Here among 
the few eloquent guests is a majority of 
participants more often than not ex- 
periencing an ordeal of nervous indiges- 
tion, preceded by obscured resentments, 
and accompanied by a case of psycho- 
somatic heebie-jeebies. 

Picture the 38-story slab of glass and 
steel towering over the murky waters of 
New York's East River, and the shiny 
limousines that glide through the main 
gate of the UN depositing members of 
the striped-pants set and their sleekly 
decked female companions or wives. 
= Armed with a copper-lined 

stomach and the staying- 

power of an Olympic 
track star, you elevator up 
to the Delegates’ Dining 

Room. 

Asian ladies, their skirts 

slit to the thigh in native 
fashion, bosomy Africans 
in form-clinging robes, 
Japanese wearing obi 
around their silk dresses, and 

Indian maharanees with 
diamonds in their nostrils, rub 
shoulders with film stars. By the time 
the three-month run of the assembly is 
over, our diplomatic track star and his 
lady will have attended more than 100 
parties, consumed 10 to 15 pounds of 
smoked oysters, endless helpings of 


isn 
= 


quiche Lorraine, caviare canapes, 
smoked salmon, assorted wursts and 
gallons of wines, spirits and teas. Of 
course in the process he will have 
chatted with scores of fellow diplomats. 
from the 126 UN member states, and 
picked up tidbits of information, includ- 
ing a recipe or two, that he would never 
have heard in the assembly hall. 

When the late Dag Hammarskjold 
was secretary-general he once said that 
the UN cocktail party was a fruitful field 
of quiet diplomacy. For oilrich envoys 
from the Middle East and other bachelor 
diplomats of a convivial nature, it is also 
a fertile field for romance. So ripe that a 
number of delegates with other things 
in mind than diplomacy have been 
urging that a hotel be built within handy 
reach of UN headquarters. 


Parties—political, 
wet and dry 


During the assembly sessions, most 
member states give at least one big 
party for delegates, press and UN 
secretariat officials. The affair, catered 
by the UN staff. costs far less than those 
held in the big midtown hotels, but the 
tab is still sizeable. When Ahmed Ben 
Bella gave his first UN party as president 
of Algeria, he decided to pull out all the 
stops, but after one look at the enormous 
guest list he cut out the liquor. Word 
quickly got around that the party was 
non-alcoholic, and Ben Bella had to 
keep his dinner on the stove for nearly 
an hour while diplomats headed to a 
nearby hotel where Saudi Arabia was 
giving achampagne soirée. Most of Ben 
Bella's guests made it back to the 
Glasshouse after slaking their thirst, 
however, and proceeded to eat their 
way through about $12,000 worth of 
curries, potted beef and other Arab 
delicacies. 

During the two-hour midday lull 
between assembly sessions, ambassa- 
dors entertain each other at working 
luncheons. These affairs range from 
intimate gatherings for half-a-dozen 
colleagues to high-noon banquets for a 
couple of hundred people. Care must be 
taken at such get-togethers not to 
offend guests of varying religious faiths. 
Shellfish and pork are out for Israeli 
diners, and most Moslems frown on 
liquor. 

When V. (Venomous) K. Krishna 
Menon was India’s chief delegate, he 
derived a strange satisfaction from 


munching a plate of raw vegetables and 
looking about smugly while other guests 
were consuming steak béarnaise or 
poached fillet of sole in white wine 
sauce. Krishna Menon used to fuel up 
during the day on mugs of tea. During 
debate on a crucial Cold War item 
several years ago, he asked for the floor 
then proceeded to keep delegates of 
more than 100 nations waiting while he 
sent out for a bracer of tea. There was 
one persistent rumor that when Krishna 
Menon wanted to go out on the town, 
he would replace the tea bag with a 
bouillon cube. 

The task of UN chefs becomes 
complex when delegates demand native 
specialties for their parties that are 
difficult to whip up in the heart of 
Manhattan. “‘It gets a little rough when 
some delegate from the Far East tells us 
to season a dish with fenugreek, or a 
Latin-American envoy says to be sure 
and have plenty of grilled plantains on 
hand.” muttered one staff member. 

UN evening receptions usually run 
from 6.30 to 8.30 p.m. But if there are 
several affairs the same night, and the 
guests get into the proper mood, they 
sometimes run until midnight. One East- 
side reception had everyone turned on 
to such a pitch that the envoy of a small 
African state decided to keep on doing 
his thing after the festivities were over, 
He hit one bar after another as he set a 
course for his apartment on the other 
side of town and climaxed the evening 
by falling into the Hudson River. 

However, drunkenness at UN parties, 
despite the large quantity of liquor 
served, seems to be exceptional : like the 
Latin-American delegate who absorbed 
several bottles of champagne, then 
proceeded to walk throughkan unopened 
glass door; or the two junior delegates 
who got into a tussle over a girl friend 
and nearly broke up a formal party. 

Moslem delegations cannot bill their 
governments for alcohol as a rule, but 
they are aware that they must serve 
drinks to have a successful party. So 
they get around this hurdle by billing 
the home office for vast amounts of 
Coca-Cola, Canada Dry ginger ale, etc. 
Then they use the money to buy what 
they think the guests really want. 

Some of the larger delegations give 
receptions at their own headquarters, or 
at the big hotels. The Russians celebrate 
their October Revolution with an annual 
vodka-and-caviare bash at their big 
Eastside headquarters. The United States 
has a sumptuous reception room atop 
its Mission, decorated with lush drapes 
and indirect lighting that any nightclub 


owner might envy. 

The main problem at the publicized 
parties is screening out the gate- 
crashers. Anyone attending the Russian 
Revolution party must have his invitation 
in hand or he won't get in. Other 
delegations have found that even this 
precaution does not work. When the 
late Aly Khan gave his first big party as 
head of the Pakistani delegation in 1959, 
he found himself greeting about twice 
as many guests as he had invited. It 
seems that some entrepreneur had 
forged tickets to the affair and sold them 
at $50 each. The party was soon 
thronged with eager young ladies whose 
only interest in the United Nations was 
to meet the glamorous prince. 


International hostess of 
Turkish delights 


Many delegates are gourmets in their 
own right. M’‘hammed Yazid, gregarious 
chief of the Algerian delegation, regales 
his guests with bowls of couscous, a 
formidable melange of vegetables, pep- 
pers, spices and lamb or chicken. 

One of the most talented gourmet 
cooks in the international family is Mrs 
Nuri Eren, petite brunette wife of the 
Turkish Deputy Permanent Representa- 
tive, who serves a dazzling array of 
exotic Eastern dishes in her penthouse 
apartment on the East River. Grand- 
daughter of the spiritual ruler of the 
Bektasi Order of Dervishes, Mrs Eren 
became enamored of food as a child 
when she stood in the big family 
kitchen and watched the cooks prepare 
for an endless stream of guests. When 
she married a career diplomat, it 
seemed natural to prepare native dishes 
for her own guests who flocked to the 
Eren households in Ankara, London, 
Paris and New York. Her dinners 
became so famous in the diplomatic 
world that friends persuaded her to 
share the recipes. The result is the newly- 
published Art of Turkish Cooking. Her 
book is a mouth-watering array of 
appetizers such as grapevine leaves 
stuffed with rice, currants and nuts; 
thinly crushed cheese or meat pastries 
known as boereks, and dolmas. 

It is well known that the national 
cuisine of many countries hinges on one 
single food resource. Italy depends on 
pasta. France is known for her sauces. 
However, Turkish kitchens place no 
reliance on any single ingredient. 
Pastries, fish, meat, eggs are cooked in 
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an infinite number of ways. And as Mrs 
Eren‘’s book states: eggplant can_be 
prepared in 40 different ways. The 
basics of Turkish cuisine prevail from 
the Balkans to North Africa. Here is a 
cuisine of limitless opportunities that 
combines. exoticism, great taste and 
imagination. 
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first, and so on until all the meat mixture 
is used. 

Dot with butter. Cover top of dolmas 
with a layer of discarded leaves. Place a 
plate over to give weight during cook- 
ing. Add 13 cups water. Cover and 
place saucepan over medium heat and 
cook for 50 to 60 minutes. All the water 
does not have to be absorbed. If any- 
remains, use it for making the lemon 
and egg sauce. 

Remove dolmas to serving platter, 
pour hot sauce over. 

Serve warm as appetizer or as the 
main course for lunch. 

Makes 30 dolmas, about 5 to person 


CABBAGE MEAT DOLMA 


LEMON AND EGG SAUCE 


1 pound ground lamb or beef 

1 large onion coarsely grated 

4 cup rice 

1% cans canned whole tomatoes with 
juice, diced 

2 tablespoons fresh chopped mint leaves 
34 cup chopped parsley 

salt and cayenne to taste 

114 cups water 

3 to 33 pounds white cabbage 

3 tablespoons butter 


1 cup lemon and egg sauce (see recipe). 


Place meat, onion, rice, tomatoes, mint. 
parsley, salt and cayenne in a bowl. 
Knead well. Set aside. 

On high heat bring to a boil 10 cups 
of water in a large saucepan and 1 tea- 
spoon salt. 

Wash cabbage. Cut around core 
where leaves join it by inserting a sharp 
knife deep enough to loosen the leaves 
from the core but not detach them. 
Place the whole cabbage. core upward, 
into boiling water. Cover, let boil for 3 
minutes. Remove cover and take out a 
few of the outer leaves. Tilt cabbage 
with the aid of a spoon and take leaves 
out with tongs, being careful not to 
break them. Cover saucepan and let 
boil 3 minutes more. Again take out a 
few leaves. Continue same process 
until you come to the heart of the 
cabbage. Pile leaves in a colander to 
drain and cool. 

Cut leaves into palm-size sections, 
discarding the hard vein in the middle 
and the curled parts near the core. 
Reserve discarded leaves. Pile prepared 
leaf sections on a dish. 

Place several layers of discarded 
cabbage leaves at the bottom of a heavy 
saucepan. Take 1 leaf section from the 
prepared pile in your palm. Place 13 to 
2 tablespoons of the meat mixture on 
the thicker end of the leaf 13 inches 
away from the edge. Fold thick part 
over filling. Then fold sides over and 
roll toward the end of the leaf. Place in 
saucepan over layers of leaves, loose 
end facing downward so that ends are 
securely tucked under. Repeat same 
process with each leaf, placing dolmas 
close to each other in rows. When one 
layer is finished, start next layer over the 


2 eggs 
3 tablespoons lemon juice 
1 cup clear chicken or meat stock 

In small saucepan, beat eggs till 
frothy. Add lemon juice and stir. Place 
over very low heat. Add stock slowly, 
stirring constantly. Continue to stir and 
cook till sauce is thickened, 10 to 15 
minutes. 

Makes 1 cup 


FRIED EGGPLANT AEGEAN 


1 large eggplant 

3 green peppers 

13 cups olive or salad oil 

4 medium fresh tomatoes or 1 16 oz can 
whole tomatoes with juice 

1 cup water 

1 teaspoon sugar 

1 clove garlic, crushed (optional) 
1 bay leaf 

salt to taste 

2 tablespoons vinegar 

few mint leaves 

Cut stem off eggplant. Peel off half 
inch wide strip of black skin lengthwise, 
leaving next half inch with skin on. 
Repeat till makes striped effect. Slice 
whole eggplant crosswise into $ inch 
pieces. 

Cut peppers into halves lengthwise 
and remove seeds. In frying pan, heat 
oil to boiling point. Fry eggplant slices 
on both sides till golden brown. Then 
place on absorbent paper. After they 
have drained, arrange on a serving 
platter. Fry peppers the same way and 
arrange around eggplant slices. 

Empty leftover oil from pan and 
reserve. Peel, seed, and slice tomatoes 
and put in pan. If canned tomatoes are 
used, empty the whole can into pan. 
Add 1 cup water, three tablespoons of 
leftover oil, sugar. garlic, bay leaf and 
salt. Cook over medium heat, stirring 
occasionally, until tomatoes are well 
cooked, about 50 minutes. 

Add vinegar, stir and cook for 2 
minutes more. Pour over eggplants and 
peppers. Cool and decorate with mint 
leaves. 

Serve cold as appetizer. plain or on 
toasted white bread. 

Serves 6 persons. Ot 
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PHOTOS BY AMMON BAR-TUR 


he Iron Curtain, besides hiding from 
Western eyes much that is distasteful 
by our standards, has the parallel and 
deplorable effect of concealing at- 
tractions that are aesthetic by any 
standards. Specifically it causes 
Westerners—apart from a handful of 
adventurous tourists who explore Eastern 
Europe—to forget how delightful can be the 
damsels reared in those secretive states. This 
month Penthouse probes this neglected source 
of pulchritude—or at any rate its neglected 
stock—to produce Miss Ilse Hasek, Czech by 
birth and parentage, though the passport she 
holds is British. 

That passport records that Ilse was born in 
Brno 19 years ago, but the unworthy document 
unaccountably omits all mention of certain 
other statistics that her admirers can be counted 
on to rate as more basic. Fortunately we can fill 
in that glaring gap and record with approbation 
that the figures are 36-22-36. 

As for the question of that British passport, 


let the lady do her own explaining: “My father 
was in the Czech air force before the war—the 
Nazi war, | mean—but he was one of those 
pilots who managed to quit Czechoslovakia in 
the months between Munich and the Hitler 
invasion. He came to England and joined the 
R.A.F., as many did. After the war he went back, 
met my mother and married. But the poor man 
was only there a short time before there was 


another coup, a Communist take-over. He soon 
managed to flee a second time, bringing my 
mother and me—I was just a few months old. 

“He came to England again, as he already 
spoke the language and had friends here after 
his R.A.F. days. It was one of his old flying 
friends who got him a job in civil aviation, and 
he soon qualified as a commercial pilot. For a 
while he was on the London-New York run, but 
he’s been a charter pilot for years now, flying 
businessmen around.” 

Unexpectedly, Ilse confides that flying hold 
little appeal for her. “I used to love it when | 
was tiny and Daddy would take me up for a 
spin. | even remember him sitting me at the 
controls when | was only a toddler, and lettin 
me think | was doing the piloting. Anyway I've 


long since grown out of all that. When | get up 
there nowadays life ms to be in suspense 
and | can’t wait to get back on the ground so 
that it can start up again.” 

Back on the ground, the eager Ilse holds a 
down-to-earth job in a London “problems 
agency” daily saving the day for caller 
appeal for help in their domestic difficulties. 
“People ring up with all sorts of problems: any- 
thing from finding them a cook to fix a special 
dinner to impress visitors, or meeting a child off 
a train and transferring it to the right train at 
another station, down to where to go shopping 
for a rare ornament. | love the work. There’s 
always something new and interesting, and it's 
a nice feeling when people are pleased and 
telieved because you've banished some worry 
for them.” 

It must be distinctly satisfying to have one’s 
worries eased by Ilse, for that matter, but for 
most of her clients, she tells us, she remains 
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only a sympathetic voice on the telephone. “It’s hard to tell what people 
are like from talking on the phone. Sometimes you hear a lovely young 
voice and imagine the owner to be young and good-looking, and then 
when you get to see the person it's somebody quite old. Also, a lot of 
people seem to get flustered on the phone. Men with quite important jobs 
ring up with some little unfamiliar problem and are so confused that it’s 
all they can do to tell you exactly what the trouble is.” 

lise finds this human failing appealing, at least in the opposite sex. 
“It's true about men being helpless, but that’s what | like. Occasionally 
you meet one of those men who can always cope, and it makes you feel 


just useless. | like a man who's good at his job and clever at some things, 
but | want him to need me to compensate for his weaknesses. | think people 
have to depend on each other to have a proper relationship, don‘t you ?” 

Put by Ilse. the question is clearly incapable of more than one answer. 
But it seems the lady has no immediate intention of depending on any- 
body in particular. “I think it's silly to get married before about 25 nowa- 
days. That leaves plenty of time for children and homemaking. There are 
lots of young men I like, and | keep meeting new ones. Why miss all that 
fun by settling for just one at my age?” 

A sentiment sure to receive enthusiastic support from all present. Qt—py 
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MISS ILSE HASEK/PENTHOUSE PET OF THE*MONTH 


A touch of durkish 
turns on taste. 


Turns it on smooth. 
Camels got it. 
Get it. 

Start walking, 


a Ka | waille amile for a Camel: " 


THE ART ADD PRACTICE 


ONE TO WHICH THE 
SENSITIVE BIRD CAN 
AND MUST 


How Does ONE CRUSH 
REACTIVE ale How 
ONE OVERCOME 
ie MERE MECHANISTIC 
INSTINCT, -- 


NW ASKED Me AD 
1 Quote: "po You 
EAT WORMS ---- 


__GUCCIONE 
OF EATING WORMS IS WORMS EYE VIEW 


RESPOND 
SUBIECTIVELY 


ARSE 


HABITUAL ACTUITY 

1S NON- CREATIVE. 

ERGO NON-AESTHETIC.. 
NON-FULLFILLING 


4, 


AY 


You once ASKED ME 
A SIMPLE QUESTION 
IN A DIRECT, ALBEIT 
NAVE MANVER 
TYPICAL OF 
YOUR SPECIES,,, 
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PART aly OF AN UR ers SEX SATIRE BY FREDERIC MULLALLY 


THE CASE OF THE | 


THE STORY THUS FAR: Profligate heiress Wanda von 
Kreesus, at 19 the world’s richest beauty, has hustled her 
father to an early grave and aided by her amoral atten: 
dant, the nymphet Candyfloss, is using her wealth, wits 
and charms to subvert the world’s top leaders, The two 
girls have just crashed Washington society, where Wanda, 
transvested into the young Count Walter de Bonvin, woos 


not only the President's daughter but the President himself, 
thereby framing him for posteriority, They then emplane 
for the Federal Republic of West Germany. NOW READ 
ON. 


It was when Willi Fartlaueder had been 
attending a Paris conference of Common 
Market economists in his capacity as 
West Germany's Minister of Finance 
that he had met Candyfloss—then the 
prime attraction at the notorious Ballet 
Rose. He had been taken there one 
evening by his country’s ambassador to 
France, a well-known necromaniac with 
a penchant for inert blondes framed by 
purple tulips. Out of gratitude for his 
colleague’s initiative Willi had him 
transferred to the Netherlands, shortly 
after his own elevation to the Reich 
Chancellorship. The ambassador's first 
confidential dispatch from The Hague 
bore the postscript: “You were dead 
tight—these Dutchwomen are a necro’s 
delight. Hell, they don’t even have to 
pretend! 

Fartlaueder, a run-of-the-mill copro- 
philiac himself, still cherished fragrant 
memories of his private session at the 
Ballet Rose with little Candyfloss, and 
the warmth and generosity of the 
favours she had heaped on him. So 
when he received a note from the 
nymphet, touchingly inscribed on a 
piece of three-ply non-absorbent paper, 
to the effect that she had just arrived in 
Bonn after taking the waters in Wies- 
baden, and had quite a lot to pass on to 
him one way and the other, if it would 
amuse him to “dish the dirt’ with her 
at the Hotel Konigshof one evening, the 
Chancellor was at first enchanted. 

Chuckling to himself as he re-read the 
signing-off line (. . . Your little stool- 
pigeon, Candyfloss’’) he was on the 
point of demanding a direct line to the 
hotel when it suddenly struck him he 
was being absurdly incautious for a man 
in his position. What if the former star of 
the ballet, whose every motion had once 


been such a delight, had since defecated 
to the East and been sent to copromise 
him in such a way as to make the name 
Fartlaueder reek in the nostrils of decent 
Christian Democrats throughout the 
Federal Republic? It seemed hardly 
edible, of course, that a clever operator 
like Candyfloss, with such a lucrative 
talent behind her, would willingly throw 
in her lot with the Reds. But a fellow 
couldn't be too careful. And so, instead 
of asking for a line, the Chancellor 
pressed the button connecting him with 
Captain Rudi Bonenkruncher, chief of 
the Bonn security force—the cunningly- 
retitled “Westapo”. 

At this precise moment, in the penthouse 
suite of the Hotel Konigshof, Wanda von 
Kreesus was telling her little hand- 
maiden: “Don’t expect a call yet from 
the wily Willi. Right now, he'll be talking 
to Captain Rudi Bonenkruncher, chief of 
the Westapo”. She had to speak up, 
over the whirring of the electric vibrator 
with which the Rosebud was toning up 
her mistress’s pectoral muscles. And, in 
response to the nymphet’s unspoken 
question, she went on: “My aunt— 
remember?—was Irma ‘Greese, the 
Nazis’ top lady sadist. That's how | 
happen to know about Rudi being her 
bastard son. I've a hunch—it’s no more 
than that—the captain has something on 
Willi, something that might explain his 
rapid promotion since Fartlaueder be- 
came Chancellor.” 

“That makes it kind of tough for us, 
doesn't it,” Candyfloss frowned, ‘with 
Willi and the Captain in cahoots ?”” 

“On the contrary, Pusscake. Willi’s 
about to play right into my hands, just as 
| planned it. If Rudi does hold the key to 
something hairy in the Chancellor's 
cupboard, then he’s our boy.” 

“You mean, | won't even have to— 
“You can save yourself all that crap, 
Wanda nodded, stretching out her 
shapely legs and closing her eyes. “Now 
switch that thing up full and shift it to 
where | can feel it doing me some 

good...” 

The Chancellor's briefing of Bonen- 
kruncher left the Westapo chief puzzled 
but intrigued. 


BROKEM-IN STALLION 


ve no reason to suspect the girl of 
anything,” Fartlaueder told him. “I just 
want you to check her.out—whom she’s 
with, what are her contacts in Germany, 
where she’s been these past couple of 
years. | want you to handle the job 
personally and unofficially and—er—" 
The “Iron Chancellor” eased his collar 
with a stubby forefinger ‘“—as rapidly as 
possible.” 

The young captain—a beefy six- 
footer with cropped flaxen hair—ran the 
tip of his tongue over his thin lips. ‘All 
I'll need’ll be half-an-hour with her, 
Your Excellency.” 

“Gott in Himmel! Do | have to spell 
everything out for you, Dummkopf? | 
don't want the girl harmed! | just want 
it established she’s not in the pay of the 
Bolsheviks or any of our German 
opposition parties! Use your cunning, 
man! And leave that rubber truncheon 
behind when you call on her!" 

Muttering his disappointment, Rudi 
left the building, drove home and 
assumed one of his many disguises for 
undercover operations. So that when 
Candyfloss opened the door of the 
penthouse suite, in response to an 
urgent pounding from without, it was to 
admit a breathless, dishevelled young 
man in threadbare Levi's, with a Little 
Red Book of Mao peeping out of the 
pocket of his windbreaker. 

“A groover—thank God! Rudi 
panted, leaping inside and slamming the 
door behind him. “The fuzz are on my 
tail! Gimme a break till the heat’s off— 
will you, doll?’ (His Hipspeak tended 
rather towards the eclectic.) 

"Cool, man! Candyfloss drawled. 
“You're just in time for tea. Roll yourself 
a stick while | take my fix, next door.” 

Wanda, who had been peering 
through a gap in the bedroom door, 
greeted the nymphet with a triumphant 
glitter of her teeth. “That's our boy, 
Pusscake,” she hissed. “Give him a 
drink out of the third bottle on the left 
while | set up the gear.” 

When Rudi Bonenkruncher regained 
consciousness, ten minutes later, he 
found himself lying on his back, wrists 
and ankles manacled to the four bed- 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 98 
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logs 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY KEN DUNCAN 


Though it's too soon 
to typecast the 
Seventies stylewise, 
they're already off to a 
wild and swinging 
start, as these fashions 
indicate—appropriately| 
presented in the wild 
and swinging setting 
of the Electric Circus 
discotheque in the 
East Greenwich Village, 
section of New York 
City. And to wear 
them to persuasive 
effect we introduce a 
name due to take 
flight in this fledgling 
decade, singer Michael 
Allen. Once a waiter, 
the six-foot-three 
vocalist walks tall in 
the world of 
contemporary music, 
with a recent super- 
smash appearance at 
New York's 
Copacabana and a hit 
album called “For the 
Love of Mike’. For 
the love of his sales 
potential, London 


Shirt and trouser outfit on 
Michael Allen seems to be 
scoring with Leslie La 
Tourette, but then the shirt 
is see-through. Shirt $12, 
trousers $18, both by 
McGregor. 


Left: The girl (not the nude) 
is Bea Duprey Allen, a 
former Miss Massachusetts 
in the Miss Universe con- 
test. No relation to Michael, 
who's wearing a crepe 
McGregor shirt and scarf 
($12), and _ paisley 
“Concord” trousers by 
Asher ($27.50). His shoes 
are by Bostonian. 


Opposite page: With Bea 
Duprey Allen again, Michael 
sports a McGregor blazer 
($65) and short-sleeved 
linen shirt ($10), and 
shaped plaid trousers by 
Asher ($22.50). 
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Matelot look for Michael 
Aller in a striped short- 
sleeved shirt ($12) and 
slacks, both by McGregor. 


Right: Known in the 
business as a “gag shot’. 
this is a his'n‘hers touch 
with Creighton shirts, His is 
$15, and so is hers (also a 
his). Socks by Esquire and 
Interwoven. 


Right, above: Dazzling 
threesome finds Michael 
Allen in print voile shirt 
($12), sleeveless _ vest 
($25), and slacks ($20), 
all by McGregor. Shoes by 
Bostonian. 


{ods 


Records (of Tom Jones 
and Engelbert 
Humperdinck fame) 
have him under 
contract—the only 
American singer on 
their books. The 
Electric Circus, as its 
name promises, 
features electronic 
vibrations, love and 
lights, films, rock, and 
other varieties of 
computer-age 
performing arts. But it 
attracts more than just 
energetic teenagers : 
last May more than 
800 oldsters averaging 
79 years gathered 
there for their annual 
Seniorella Ball, and 
enjoyed a performance 
by the Sirovich Center 
Orchestra. Ot-m 
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STRICTLY PRIVATE 


How times have changed. It seems like 
only yesterday while at Arizona’s Davis- 
Monthan Air Force Base. where this 
writer earned his Korean War good 
conduct medal, that the most successful 
man with the ladies was the one who 
smelled the worst. He was a little fellow, 
an airman second class, who kept his 
dirty laundry in a big bag. Whenever he 
went out on a date, which seemed to be 
every night, he went rurnmaging through 
his laundry bag, sniffing each item of 
clothing individually, to find whatever 
was least offensive. That's what he'd 
wear. To best recollections, the laundry 
bag or its contents never once went to 
the laundry. 

Then, a few years later. there was a 
struggling young student with a beard 
He was invited to a campus costume 
party but, alas, he didn’t have a thing to 
wear. A philosophy major, he finally hit 
on a solution. On the night of the big 
party, he simply sprayed deodorant all 
over his beard and went as an armpit. 

Today we've come full cycle—Private 
Deodorant. According to the drum- 
pounders at Revion publicity, it takes a 
man to know just what other men need. 
Apparently that’s why Charles Revson, 
head of Revion—a man long familiar 


with the sweet smell of success— 
dreamed up Private Deodorant, a 
specially formulated “second” deo- 


dorant for men. To put it as delicately as 
possible, Private Deodorant is for men’s 
privates. 

This new genital spray-on deodorant. 
says Revlon, offers not only effective 
protection against genital odor, but also 
helps control perspiration and soothe 
chafing and irritation that results from 
tight, crawly underwear. ‘Private Deo- 
dorant is completely absorbant and 
pleasantly lubricating.” says a Revlon 
news announcement. “It makes you 
feel really good—and totally secure.” 

The name “Private Deodorant” is an 
effective, self-explanatory one. The 
mind boggles at what possible alter- 
natives must have cropped up at the 
product's initial marketing conferences. 
Sold under Revion’s Braggi line _of 
men’s toiletries, Private Deodorant is 
priced at five dollars. One small warning. 
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GROOM AT THE TOP....... 


The deodorant comes in an aerosol can. 
If you're sensitive in certain areas and 
the can happens to be cold, be careful 
The first application has a startling 
effect. “Poof.” and you go right through 
the ceiling. 


SOAP ON SPIT 


Again from Revion comes Soap On A 
Skewer. (Good grief. is there no end to 
this company’s productive genius?) A 
ten-dollar item. the package consists of 
three bars of soap, scented generously 
with Pub cologne and all speared 
together onare-usable skewer. Needless 
to say, you don’t really cook the soap on 
the skewer. It just looks good that way 
when you carry it into the shower. 


LAND OF MINIS 


Women’s fashions have dropped from 


delightful miniskirt proportions down 
to the rather dreary maxi length, for 
sidewalk-sweeping. For some reason or 
other. women in maxi coats always give 
us the impression of little girls wearing 
grown-up clothes. There’s a certain bit 
of unreality about the style, as though 
who could really believe it? 


After a recent trip to Australia, where 
it’s summer now, we're happy to report 
that the girls (birds) there are still 
wearing miniskirts to all their full-legged 
advantages. Author Robert Ruark once 
wrote that the Australians dress like 
unmade beds, but that’s hardly the 
situation now, especially with the 
women. In case anyone's interested, 
girls in photo are wearing flip skirts in 
Wear-Dated fabric by Monsanto. 


In Australia, as you know, water goes 
down the drain counterclockwise in- 
stead of clockwise, but that’s not all. 
One morning | put two Alka-Seltzer 
tablets in a glass of water and the 
bubbles went down instead of up. 


| also visited Tasmania, the little 
Scotland-sized island about 200 miles 
off the southeastern tip of Australia. 
Because nobody except the people who 
live there seem to know where it is, 
Tasmania has long been a favorite of 
“place-droppers” everywhere. ‘‘Last 
week when | was eating oysters in 
Tasmania.” for instance, is guaranteed 
to raise eyebrows at any crowded cock- 
tail party. Not only are the oysters there 
among the best in the world, but so are 
the apples, which unfortunately will be 
rather scarce this year due to an early 
killer frost. 


Tasmania is also the home of the 
famous Tasmanian tiger, a wildly terrify- 
ing animal often reported by farmers in 
their cups and by young boys. However 
it has somehow eluded the hunter's 
rifle and the cameraman’s lens through- 
out these many years. The Tasmanian 
tiger ranks with the Loch Ness monster 
and the Abominable Snowman. Latest 
teports say that the tigers—there are 
many of them apparently—are hiding 
away in the central mountains of 
Tasmania where only a few weeks ago 
an aging goldminer swears he saw six 
of them sitting in a tree. 


The existence of the Tasmanian tiger 
is so firmly established that the animal 
even serves as the official symbol of 
Tasmania. On arrival, a visitor is often 
apt to have a small tiger emblem at the 
end of a long pin speared through the 
lapel of his most expensive suit, a 
custom every bit as annoying in 
Australia as it is here in the United 
States. 


SEXLESS UNISEX? 


Apparently unisex is still alive and 
living—primarily at Alexander's depart- 
ment store in New York City, an 
establishment that should know better. 
While most fashion authorities have 
branded unisex as the biggest fashion 


bomb of recent years, Alexander's con- 
tinues to push his-and-her outfits that 
seem to be more his than hers. We've 
always felt that unisex was not much 
more than a legitimate excuse for 
fellows to go in drag, anyway. (see cut). 
Alexander's, which deserves applause 
for many of its fashion innovations of 
the past, and particularly for bringing 
name menswear designers into easy 
public availability, claims to be the first 
store in New York to sell unisex. It’s also 


the last. Ot 


“Designs for 
the 70's” 


by GianCarlo Santini 
for Pierre Marquez 


Now available at 


ELEGANIISSIMO 


The European shop for the elegant man. 


New York: 165, 169 Eighth Ave. 
1038 Second Ave. 2451 Broadway 


FLEX SHIRT Tapered 

Silk screened in Deep 

% Bive, Turquoise, Pome- 
granste, or Gold-Orange. 
SM.L. 7.00 

Solid color Black, White, 

Royal, Smoke Green 


Gold, — w/white trim 
S)M,L. 6,00 


NORSE SHORTS in stretch 
denim, Low slung, tapered 


snug. 2 big front pockets, | 


back pocket. Wheat, White, 
Black, Brown, Smoke Green 
Faded Blue, Denim Blue. 
26-36 11.00 


Plus 75c shipping 
ea. order. 


Send 50¢ in coins for 
COLOR PHOTO CATA. 
LOG of Americas smartest 
swimwear, leisure wear, 
his'n hers bikinis, 
“ Sharp detailing. White, 

Visit PARR Black, Smoke Green, 
phsente 16th st.Red, Gold, Blue— 

gente a9 02 onl etalst w/trim. 26-36. 8.00 
West Hollywood, Calif. 
8700 Santa Monica Blvd. 


PARR Dept. 4 Box 294 
OF ARIZONA __ PHOENIX, ARIZONA 
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TANK TRUNKS Quick 
drying Nylon Tricot 


na piping hot midsummer's day in the 

Piney Woods, the fox and the badger sat 
side by side in the shade of a eucalyptus tree, 
dividing their energies between drinking gin- 
and-tonic and sweating. Earlier they had 
attempted a set of tennis, but the heat had 
proved too much for the fox. Clutching at his 
chest and mumbling incoherencies about 
purple spots before his eyes, that somewhat 
‘overweight and hypochondriacal creature had 
staggered off the court and sought refuge in the 
shade. The badger obligingly fetched the 
drinks, though convinced that the fox's 
“vapours” had been shammed to terminate a 
match he was losing. 

“| feel better now,” announced the fox, taking 
another long sucking swallow from his glass. 

“Anybody would,” said the badger, “after 
that much gin.” 

The fox was still casting about in his brain for 
a suitable comeback, when his attention was 
distracted by two creatures emerging from the 
wood some way off. 

“Who's that coming this way ?” said the fox. 

“Never saw them before in my life,” said the 
badger. “A couple of strange dogs, by the look 
of them.” 

Strange was indeed the operative word. The 
two dogs were got up in bead necklaces, little 
bells, baubles and bangles, and wore their hair 
very long, with small flowers here and there 
peeping from among the tresses. Each animal 
wore a long and gaily-coloured robe, cinched 
at the waist by a shiny chain, and each wore 
ornate sandals. As if all this were not enough, 
‘one dog carried a guitar slung rakishly over his 
shoulder, while the other sported a large and 
many-stringed instrument of unidentifiable 
design. 

“Those dogs have got to be joking,” said the 
fox. 

“Hush,” said the badger, “and mind your 
manners.” To the dogs he said in his most 
hospitable voice: “Welcome, strangers! Wel- 
come to the Piney Woods !” 

Now the dogs’ response was curious. They 
just looked at one another, smiled tolerantly, 
then looked back to the badger and shook their 
heads. 

“Did—did | say something wrong?” asked 
the badger anxiously. 

Again the dogs regarded one another with 
the same slow tolerant smile. Then one said to 
the other: “Man, I'm afraid this badger hasn‘t 
got it together.” 

“Like, this badger is on a bad scene,” agreed 
the second dog. 

Now to say that the fox and the badger were 
perplexed is an egregious understatement. 
Rather, they were dumbfounded. 

“I—I don’t think | quite understand—” began 
the badger confusedly. 

“Let me hip you, Clyde,” said the first dog. 


“Like, nobody's a _ stranger—everybody's 
brothers! Everybody! In the whole wide 
world!” 


“Whuzzat ?” said the fox. 

“Lay some elucidating soul sounds on this 
Poor hung-up fox,” said the first dog and, in 
compliance, the second unslung his guitar and 
‘sat cross-legged on the ground. Then to the 
plinking and twanging of that instrument he 
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A FABLE OF OUR TIME 
BY 
RORY HARRITY 


Oh, yeah, love, man, 
Love is where it’s at, 

Do your own thing, 
Swing and let swing, 

Let coolness be your bag! 

“You dig?” said the first dog to the fox. 

“Only when I have to,” said the fox. “But the 
badger digs all the time, being an underground 
sort of animal.” 

“You got to be putting me on, man,” said the 
first dog, “like, nobody's that square. 

“| would suggest, gentlemen,” said the 
badger to the dogs, “that you express your- 
selves in—er—more usual terms, as the fox and 
I are getting confused.” 

The dogs regarded one another in silence for 
a moment. Then the first said to the second: 
“Sam, | think we got to start from scratch with 
these two.” 

“| got that bit,” said the fox excitedly. “Yes, do 
please start from scratch.” 

“Well,” said the first dog, “you got to think of 
the whole world as being divided into two 
camps. In one camp are the squares and in the 
other camp are the love-children.” 

“Which are you ?” said the fox. 

“We,” said the first dog patiently, “are love- 
children.” 

“And that's good, is it?” said the fox. 

“That is out of sight for good,” said the first 
dog. 

“And the square camp is bad, is it?” said the 
fox. 

“Out of sight for bad,” said the first dog. 

“1 think I'm beginning to understand,” said 
the tox, who was an impressionable animal, and 
much given to embracing exotica of all sorts. 

“I'm not,” said the badger stoutly. “Precisely 
what is the difference between these two 
camps?” 


sang: 


“That's where it’s at, man,” said the first dog. 
“Like, the squares are one hung-up bunch of 
cats. They can’t get it together. They see life in 
terms of conflict, work, possessions, position 
and security. But the love-children know that all 
those things are hateful things that bring out the 
worst in people. They lead to brother against 
brother, they lead to doing people down, 
instead of doing your own thing.” 

“Then what do the love-children believe in 2” 
asked the badger. 

“Love,” said the first dog, simply. “Love of 
everything and everybody. Having your own 
bag. Knowing where it's at. Getting it together. 

“Crazy, man!” said the fox, who hadn't the 
faintest idea what the dog meant, but was 
greatly impressed. 

Encouraged by this response, perhaps, the 
first dog complained, with a meaningful glance 
at the badger's gin-and-tonic, of a parched 
throat. Nothing if not hospitable, the badger 
fetched two more glasses and a brimming 
pitcher, the contents of which the two dogs 
began dispatching with alacrity, all the while 
expounding, with ever-increasing volubility and 
grandiloquence, on the joys of love-child 
philosophy. They depicted work of any sort as 
the ultimate evil. They extolled the virtues of 
idleness, pointing out that only through doing 
absolutely nothing could the divine afflatus of 
universal love enter the soul. They held up 
individual material possession to ridicule, 
explaining that communal property was the 
only way to avoid grasping, loveless activity. 

Utopian and paradisean societies were made 
to loom majestically before the fox and the 
badger. Visions of perfect ever-leisurely worlds 
danced inside their heads. They began by being 
interested, grew enthusiastic, then ecstatic and 
finally became total disciples. 

Brimming over with love, the fox and the 
badger excused themselves from the dogs’ 
presence arid roamed the length and breadth of 
the Piney Woods, explaining the new 
philosophy to its inhabitants. Not having to 
work being the extremely attractive idea that it 
is, they had no difficulty in making converts, 
and by five o'clock that evening all productive 
activity had ground firmly to a halt. For several 
days afterwards, most of the animals occupied 
their new-found inactivity with listening to the 
two dogs strum idly on their instruments, and 
watching them drink vast quantities of gin and 
eat even vaster quantities of communal food. 

Then the inevitable happened: since nobody 
was attending to the practical side of life, 
everything started to go wrong. Plumbing 
stopped up and nobody fixed it. Fires started 
and nobody put them out. All the stores ran out 
of supplies because nobody had bothered to 
get any more in. By the end of the week in the 
Piney Woods, nobody could get a drink or a 
sandwich, and the two dogs left, saying that the 
Piney Woods, which were in chaos, were no 
longer where it was at. 

And for the next two weeks, all the animals 
had to work harder and longer than they ever 
had in their lives, just to get things back to 
normal. 


MORAL: Love never made the world go round 
—it only puts sufferers in a spin. 


THE 

LIBRA 
COLLECTION 
RARE 
EROTICA 

IN BEAUTIFUL 
LIMITED 
EDITIONS 


fee first time in the English-speaking world 


a collection of books devoted to the finest 
literary erotica of past centuries is in preparation 
for private collectors. 

The Libra Collection will combine physical 
elegance with texts of great rarity. Unique 
bindings in moire silk and other special materials, 
tooled in real gold, will enclose hitherto hidden 
masterpieces of amorous works from 18th 
century France, from Renaissance Italy, from the 
once ‘forbidden’ books of the Victorians, and from 
other countries and periods. Each is newly edited 
with an Introduction and bibliography. 

We are not inviting you to join a book club. We 
ask subscribers to accept only four books a year. 
Each Libra Collection edition will be limited in 
number by subscription and none will be available 
from any other source. Each gives you a triple 
bonus unique in contemporary publishing : a 
magnificent binding, a compelling text—and the 
knowledge that every volume will accumulate in 
value in the years to come. 


FREE ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE > 


Bound in silk 
or buckram tooled in real gold 
FOR SUBSCRIBERS ONLY 

Our first prospectus brings you full descriptive details of our 
first eight titles, including Do//ly Morton, The Bawdy Peasant 
(from the Russian Secret Tales), Aretino's 16th century 
classic, The Ragionamenti, and Summer in the Country. 
Many of the volumes illustrated by the finest contemporary 
artists. 


To: THE LIBRA COLLECTION, 2 Bramber Road, West 
Kensington, London W.14, England. 

Please forward, without further obligation, your illustrated 
prospectus fully describing all your editions for 1970. | understand 
that your editions will be available to subscribers only and that 
copies cannot be guaranteed once each edition has been fully 
subscribed. 


Wamme! 95 castes eecneee 


Address 
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FERC HING 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 22 


_ In poker you must keep on 

4 investing in your hand right to the 
end, and there's no limit to your 
possible loss. In puts and calls 
the amount you can lose is fixed ? 


HYPNOTIC 
STROBE 
CANDLES 


The shimmer of blacklight 
changes all color perception. 
All whites radiate a brilliant 
Blow. Dayglo. posters and i 
luorescent paints, pulsate 

a new dimension of richer 
Colors, Comes. complete 
Assembles. in minutes. 


ct 
P; 


vil 
6PAK 


549° td 


ideas that glow in daylight 
and under Blacklight. All six 
$2.95 plus 80¢ handling 


The i Company, inc. 


BOX 5005 © DEPT. 28 # PITTSBURGH, PA. 15206 


Relive again those bygone' 
years with recordings of actual 
broadcasts from the ‘‘Golden| 


dramas, whodunits, soap op-| 
eras, big band remotes, and 
those great kid shows you used| 
ito listen to. THOUSANDS of dif- 
ferent titles are available, i 
cluding YOUR old favorite 
Send $1 (refundable) for a cat- 
alogue, or $6 for a catalogue 
and a one hour sample record- 
ing that will bring back so man: 
memories to: 
Radio Yesteryear, Box H,Dept.S. 

Croton-on-Hudson, 

+ N.Y. 10520. + 
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for $1,500. Once again, your profit is 
about $300. 

The price of puts and calls vary: 
they're influenced by the laws of 


| supply and demand. If you're the only 
| man in the world who believes U.S. 


Gadget Corp. stock is going to rise in 
price, you can buy a call very cheaply. 
If a lot of other people hold the same 
belief, the call will be in greater demand 
and will obviously cost more. As a 
general rule of thumb, a six-month call 
on a hundred shares of a stock “at the 
market" will cost about as much as 12 
to 25 shares of the stock. Puts cost 
somewhat less than calls, mainly be- 


| cause they aren't as popular. It's a 


matter of human psychology: most 
investors would rather bet on a price 
rise than a drop. 

Many puts and calls have option 
periods of six months, or six months and 
a few days. (This allows investors to 
take advantage of certain endearing 
provisions of the capital-gains tax law.) 
But there are also options covering 
shorter periods. The shorter the option 
period, the lower the price. 

What if you buy a call and the stock 
price fails to rise during your option 
period? You simply don’t exercise the 
call. It expires. You lose the price you 
paid for it—but that’s all you can lose. 

This is why many Wall Streeters say 
puts and calls are the world’s most 
intelligent gamble. The amount you can 
win is sky-high: there’s no upper limit. 
But the amount you can lose is fixed. 
You can’t lose anything beyond the 
original price you paid for the option. 

Consider how this differs from a 
gambling game such as. say, poker. In 
poker, to win a pot, you must keep on 
investing in your hand right to the end. 
Every time any other players bets or 
raises, you must come up with a new 
investment or lose everything you've 
paid out so far. You never know in 
advance how much you will have to pay 
out. There is no limit on your possible 
loss. 

For these reasons, says the Put and 
Call Brokers and Dealers Association, 
ever more smalitime investors have 
been seeking this route to riches over 
the past several years. Puts and calls 
were once a domain of fat cats. Small 
Investors stayed away, partly because 


it seemed like a game for rich men and 
insiders. “The realization is now grow- 
ing.” says an executive of Merrill 
Lynch, the world’s biggest stockbroker, 
“that anybody can play.” 


PUT-AND-CALL GAMBLES 
THAT WORKED 


For illustration and to whet your 
appetite let's look at some actual put 
and call gambits that made money for 
people in 1969. 

In January you could have bought, 
for about $520, a six-month put on a 
hundred shares of Gulf & Western 
Industries at $48 a share. By midyear 
the market price was down to $20 a 
share. Your put would have earned 
you more than $2,000: you'd have 
quadrupled your money in less than 
half a year. 

In May you could have bought, for 
about $270, a three-month call on 100 
shares of Reading & Bates (an offshore 
oil drilling concern) at $17 a share. 
Within a month the price was up to $48 
a share. Your $230 would have come 
back to you multiplied more than ten- 
fold; your profit would have been 
something like $2,800. 

Early in the year you could have 
bought a six-month call on Japan 
Fund (an investment company) at $22 
a share. The call would have cost you 
about $470. When the market price 
went up to $50 a share, your profit 
would have been $2,300. 

Transactions like these were what 
pulled Charlie Mundy from Nowhere 
back to Somewhere. 


WHY BOTH SIDES STAND 
TO COLLECT 


Maybe a question has occurred to 
you. “If I’m buying a call,” say you, 
“I'm betting on a price rise in the stock. 
The man who sells me the call is 
betting on a drop. Who is he? If he’s a 
bigtime Wall Street shark, isn’t it 
foolish of me to bet against him ?” 

The question is a sound one, but it's. 
based on a misconception. When you 


buy a put or call, you aren't betting 
against anybody, as in poker. The 
put-and-call business is a strange kind 
of game in which both players stand to 
win. 

To understand this, you need to know 
a little about the mechanics of the 
business. Who are the men who sell 
puts and calls, and what are their 
motives ? 

When you buy an option, you never 
actually meet the man who is selling it 
—nor, indeed, do you even necessarily 
learn his name. You phone a regular 
stockbroker such as Merrill Lynch, and 
you say, “| want a 90-day call on a 
hundred shares of U.S. Gadget. Is 
anybody selling, and what's the quote ?” 
Merrill Lynch then phones a specialized 
put-and-call dealer such as Godnick & 
Son. Godnick looks in its books, maybe 
makes a few phone calls, quickly comes 
back with an answer: “Yes, we've got 
a guy who will write your call.” They 
may haggle a little over the price 
(Merrill Lynch's sworn duty to its 
customers is to get the lowest price 
possible), and finally Merrill Lynch 
quotes the price and terms to you. If you 
like the deal, you buy. 

Who is the unknown man at the other 
end of the deal—the seller or (as he’s 
usually called) ‘writer’ of the call 
you've bought? In all likelihood he’s 
either a wealthy individual or a big 
institutional stock-buyer such as a 
mutual fund or an insurance company. 
This fat cat has been buying and selling 
U.S. Gadget stock in big blocks for 
years. Right now he has, let's say 1,000 
shares, which he bought years ago at 
$25 a share. The market price is now 
$50. He has what he considers an 
excellent profit and he’s about ready to 
sell out. 

But for some reason he'd rather not 
sell right away. Maybe he wants a 
little more time to assess the situation, 
see which way the market goes. Maybe 
he's being hit hard with taxes this year; 
he'd rather sell his U.S. Gadget stock 
next January and declare the profit on 
next year’s income-tax return. What he 
wants, basically, is time. But time could 
also hurt him: while he’s waiting, the 
market price of his stock could drop. So 
what does he do? He gets himself 
some insurance by writing calls on his 
stock. 

He goes to Godnick and has his 
offered calls listed in Godnick’s books. 
Let’s say he offers calls on all 1,000 
shares of his stock: ten 90-day calls on 
a hundred shares each, at a price of $400 
per call. 

Along comes you and nine other 
investors, and you buy the calls. Each 
of you gets a piece of paper promising 
that, at any time within the next 90 days, 
the inknown fat cat will sell you a 
100 shares of U.S. Gadget at $50. 

Suppose the market price of U.S. 


Gadget now goes up to $60 a share. 
You and the nine other call-buyers all 
exercise your calls. The fat cat, fulfilling 
the terms of his contract with you, sells 
you his stock for $50 a share. You make 
a $600 profit—more than doubling your 
money. 

But has the fat cat lost anything ? Not 
at all. He had already determined that 
$50 a share was a good price. He may 
become somewhat blue when he 
considers that he might have sold the 
stock for $60 instead, but being a pro 
he doesn't let regrets like that disturb 
him very deeply. The $50-a-share price 
gives him a gorgeous profit. And in 
addition to that money. he also has the 
money he made by selling the calls— 
$400 per hundred shares, or $4 per 
share. Thus he actually receives $54 
per share. By selling at $54 instead of 
$60, in other words, he has paid $6 per 
share for the time and insurance he 
wanted to buy. 

He cries, as the saying goes, all the 
way to the bank, 

Suppose, on the other hand, the 
price of the stock goes down or simply 
stays at $50 for the 90-day option 
period. In this case, you and the other 
buyers don’t exercise your calls. The fat 
cat simply pockets your money. It 
compensates him wholly or in part for 
the drop in his stock's price. if any. 

The motives of the fat cat who sells 
you a put option are quite similar. This 
bigtime investor has been watching 
U.S. Gadget’s fortunes for a long time, 
believes the company’s long-range 
future is good and is now about ready 
to buy a bundle of its stock. 

But he doesn’t want to buy right away. 
Perhaps he thinks the current price of 


$50 is a little too high; he'd prefer a 
price of $47, Or perhaps, in order to buy 
this stock, he will have to sell some other 
stock which he isn’t quite ready to sell 
yet. He wants time. 

So he phones his old friends at 
Godnick & Son and offers to write 
90-day puts at, say, $300 each. When 
you buy one of these puts, he thereby 
contracts to buy a hundred shares of 
U.S. Gadget from you at $50 a share. 
But since you've paid him $300, his net 
cost will be only $47 a share—a price 
that he'd previously determined was 
what he wanted to pay. Even if the price 
drops to $40 and you make a juicy 
profit on the deal, the fat cat hasn’t lost 
anything in particular. He has bought 
his stock at a price that he considers 
fair for his longterm purposes. 

Meanwhile, he has gained time. Your 
$300 has been his insurance against a 
price rise in U.S. Gadget stock during 
the period when he was raising the cash 
to buy it. If the price had risen instead 
of falling, you wouldn’t have exercised 
your put. He would have pocketed your 
money and used it to offset the higher 
price when he finally bought the stock 
on the open market. 


SOME FINER POINTS FOR 
OLD HANDS 


If you become tond of the basic 
put-and-call game, you may in time 
want to examine some of its intriguing 
little complications. For example, there 
is a whole sub-game that revolves 
around the consideration of “points.” 

Suppose U.S. Gadget Corp. stock is 


“For an ugly duckling he seems to make out pretty good.” 
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NEW-POWERFUL 
LONG RANGE 
RADAR DETECTOR 


RADAR SENTRY GOES POWERFUL 


Safe drivers are alerted far in ad- 
vance of radar zones thru new long- 
range antenna design—transistorized 
—no wires—comes complete —clip 
on visor and use. Send check, or 
charge to Diners: Club, American 
Express or C.0.D. 


10 Day Money Back Guarantee (1) Sapphire 
RADATRON, INC. Bl 
Dept. 2424-86, P.O. Box 177, 
N. Tonawanda, N.Y. 14121 
Bill my Diners Club Acct. # 
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“the finest frame 
no matter how 
you look at it.” 
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@ My friend Charlie, whose stocks 
soared wildly, is afraid his luck 
can't hold. But the option game is 
giving him the kind of adventure 
most men only dream about ® 


selling on the open market at $50 a 
share. When you buy a call “at the 
market’, you get the privilege of buying 
the stock at that current price of $50. If 
it’s a three-month call that costs you, 
say, $400 per hundred shares, the 
stock must rise in price to $54 before 
you break even. Until it rises by those 
four dollars—or, as Wall Streeters put 
it, four points—it will make no sense for 
you to exercise the option. 

These four points are the leeway of 
the fat cat who wrote the call. His 
asking price for the option was based 
partly on calculations involving that 
amount of leeway. If you want to buy 
the call cheaper, you can do it by 
giving him more leeway—more points. 

Let's say you're supremely confident 
the price of U.S. Gadget is going to rise 
from $50 to $70 during the option 
period. Instead of having the call 
written “at the market,” you go along 
with a deal in which it’s written at $55— 
five points above the current market 
price. In this case the fat cat might sell 
the call for $200. His leeway is now 
seven points. He knows you won't 
exercise the call until the market price 
rises above $57. 

Another sub-game is that of buying 
puts and calls on the same stock at the 
same time. There are names for the four 
basic ways of doing this, and if you go 
into the put-and-call game you'll see 
and hear these arcane terms often: 

A straddle, as the name -implies, 
means one put and one call written 
simultaneously on the same stock, “at 
the market.” 

A spread is a straddle in which points 
are given in one direction or both to the 
writer. For example, in the case of a 
stock now selling at $50, the call half 
of the spread might be written at $53 
and the put half at $47. 

A strip: two puts and one call on the 
same stock. 

A strap: two calls and a put. 

These odd-sounding options all cost 
more than single puts or calls. Each has 
its special uses. You buy a straddle, for 
instance, when you aren't sure whether 
some volatile stock is going to move 
up or down but you believe it will move 
far and fast either way. (If you're 
lucky, maybe it will seesaw wildly and 
you'll be able to exercise both the put 


and the call.) A spread is a lower- 
priced straddle; you assume extra risk 
in return for getting the cheaper price. 
You use strips and straps when you 
think you know which way the stock 
will go, but you aren't as sure as you'd 
like to be so you buy insurance in case 
it goes the wrong way. 


SPECULATORS NEVER BAT 
A THOUSAND 


But you probably wouldn't be wise 
to play with these more exotic options 
until you've experimented a little with 
simple puts and calls. My friend Charlie 
Mundy, who had been in the option 
game for nearly three years when | last 
talked to him and who might be 
considered a seasoned player, was only 
then beginning to toy with straddles and 
strips. “| feel I'm a newcomer to that 
part,” he told me. “I'm a little scared. | 
know I'm going to make some mistakes.” 

He had made some mistakes with 
simple puts and calls too. No market 
speculator ever batted a thousand. But 
Charlie's batting average had obviously 
been excellent. He had made some 
beautifully right guesses. He'd bought 
puts on |.B.M. and watched gleefully 
as it sagged from about $370 a share to 
$300. He'd bought puts on Gulf & 
Western and cheered as it crashed from 
$60 to $20. He'd bought calls on 
Grove Press and stared fish-eyed (‘My 
God, | couldn't believe it !") as the stock 
soared wildly from less than $10 to 
more than $35 in seven months. 

“My luck can't hold,” he told me as 
he moodily sipped his House of Lords. 
“One day I’m going to fall on my ass.” 

“Not you, Charlie,” said his blonde 
friend. 

“Oh yes, me,” he said. 

“Well,” | suggested, “why don’t you 
get out of the market ?” 

He looked at me and laughed. “Get 
out? You mean walk away from the 
action? My God, man,.! couldn’t live 
without it.” 

Charlie Mundy was hooked. Maybe 
he'll be broke when | meet him again. 
But at least the option game is giving 
him the kind of adventure most men 
only dream about. Og 


FASHION BY RON BUTLER/PHOTOGRAPHS BY KENN MORI 


his a trade truism that when married men go 
shopping for new clothes, it’s their wives who tend 
to do the choosing. That's what happens in the 
Smith family, except that with Roger Smith and 
his wife Ann-Margret the arrangement is less one- 
sided, because she lets him choose her clothes in 


Evening attire for Roger Smith is an Irish linen After Six dinner jacket ($90), with 
formal trousers (also After Six, $45), and fly-front shirt ($16.50). Slight Mexican 
air of jacket is okay by Smith, who was raised in border town of Nogales, Arizona. 
Ann-Margret, who favors name designers, wears her own wardrobe in all these 


pictures. 


67 


All-wool twosome sported by Smith 
comprises Lizano shirt ($25) and 
Tuscan slacks ($30), both by 
Leonardi Strassi. His white leather 
slip-ons are by American Gentlemen. 


This is “The Different Button Suit”, a 
$366 creation by 28-year-old 
Jefferey Martin, occasionally known as 
Tiny Tim's tailor. The tie ($15) is 
also by Martin. Smith's comment: 
“Til bet this looks great on Tiny Tim”. 
The durable-press shirt, a Sero 
“Scoundrel” ($12.50), features a 
shaped body and two-button “Rogue” 
collar designed to provide three 
different collar spreads by buttoning. 
Burnished brown slip-ons by 
Weyenberg, $30. 


return. Roger Smith, now a successful 

movie writer and producer, is the former 
movie star and TV serial hero (77 Sunset 
Strip, Mr Roberts), and his gorgeous 
Swedish-born wife has such film projects in the 
works as Stanley Kramer's RPM, in which she 
plays opposite Anthony Quinn. Offscreen the Smiths 
live in a lush seven-acre Beverly Hills estate once 


“/ feel like Pat Boone”, commented 
Smith, as he faced the camera in this 
twin-vented donegal candy-striped 
sports jacket ($95), with turtleneck 
shirt ($12.50), corduroy trousers 
($27), and silk signature pocket 
handkerchief ( $4.50)—all by 
Hardy Amies U.S.A. 


Western inspiration is unmistakable in 
Robert Lewis outfit consisting of 
tan suede shirt and matching trousers 
($125). Calf-high side-zipper boots 
‘are by Johnston & Murphey. $65. 
With Ann-Margret’s concurrence Roger 
decided he liked this outfit so much 
he wanted to buy it, and headed 
back to the St. Regis hotel on Fifth 
Avenue and 55th Street after the 
session to pick up his check book. 


owned by Humphrey Bogart and Lauren 

Bacall, with a garage housing a black 
Cadillac Eldorado, a powder blue E-type 
Jaguar, and a matching pair of his’n’hers 
Triumph motorcycles. In these pictures 
Roger Smith’s clothes for once weren't picked 
by Ann-Margret, but she thoroughly approves 
our choice for the new Smith image. On 
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Report on an opening that made the biggest splash of 
London's winter season. 


‘epeating the instant success of its literary progenitor, the first 


Penthouse Club opened in London to become an overnight hit with the city’s cognoscenti of the luxurious out-and-about life. In an entire week of 
inaugural parties members and guests from all over Britain, as well as others who flew in specially from the Continent and North America, poured 
through the club's opulent oak-panelled doors to savor and enjoy the newest and wildest wining, dining and wagering venue on the London 
scene. For collectors of superlative statistics, the total of visitors during this unforgettable week-long wassail numbered some 14,000, consuming 
between them no fewer than 10,953 bottles of gratis champagne, plus untold cocktails, wines and spirits of every description. 

The consensus of visitors’ verdicts, gathered during the club's hectic early weeks of operation, was that the Penthouse Club ingeniously contrives 
to combine ease and excitement, forming an ambience unique in sophisticated London clubdom. A continuing cause of appreciation is the delicious 
presence of the Pets, whose colorful costumes, in conjunction with the club's elegant decor, contribute to a nonpareil environment 

The London club, first in a projected international chain which will span the European and American continents, was launched just four years and 
seven months after the stormy debut of Penthouse. Understandably, it attracted even more attention—f less controversy—in the national press and 
on the television channels. Enviably sited adjacent to quaint Shepherd Market and within yards of the West End’s most famous thoroughfare, Picca- 
dilly, the club's luxurious Mayfair premises were constructed to a budget of £500,000 ($1,250,000). The intention was to create a focal pleasure 
dome providing the best of everything for the kind of people—whether resident Britons or international travelers—whose way of life demands nothing 
less. And so, as members and guests (their cars garaged free by the club's car jockeys) step through the wrought-iron gates opening off the narrow 
lane known as Whitehorse Street, and pass through the solid oak doors into the welcoming foyer, the outside world and its bustle are exchanged for 
an atmosphere of relaxed and cosseted isolation. 


Currently gathering accolades for its material contribution to the Good 
Life, Penthouse's lush five-story club in the heart of Mayfair offers towns- 
man and tourist alike the most comprehensive evening's fare in London. 
Whether wining and dining amid the elegant decor of the International 
Restaurant, sipping an oversized martini in the romantic penumbra of 
the secluded Piano Bar, chancing your luck in the superb black-mirrored 
setting of the casino or raving it up to the latest rock and soul sounds in 
the Speakeasy, members are treated to an evening of continuous enter- 
tainment that has all of the easy warmth and intimacy of a private party. 
Top left. opposite: Overlooking opening-night festivities of the first of 
his projected chain of clubs in key European and U.S. cities, editor- 
publisher Bob Guccione chats to pretty Dutch Pet “Ubi” Venner. Top 
tight: London Pet, Brigit Szabo, smiles back at one of many antique 
mirrors that adorn Speakeasy. Far left: multi-talented entertainer 
Al Saxon (comedian. singer, musician, song and television writer) keeps 
the cabaret jumping. Meanwhile dutifully responsive young ladies such 
as former Pet of the Month Janet Pearce (near left) take to the floor in 
typically uninhibited fashion. Speakeasy Pet-antics, though unscripted, 
are an integral part of the fast-moving fun and spontaneity of the room. 
For the strictly disco-oriented purist. however, who likes his music 
measured in ear-splitting mega-decibels, disc-jockey Caroline Gomer 
(right) provides the necessary sound in the late-night discotheque. 


Opposite page: Exquisitely hand-carved oak doo 
the pace for such visiting member-notat 

man H. L. Vickery (top right), Stirling Moss (top left 
and Lance Percival. Projected Pet of the 
Stephanie Mclean (this page below) looks on approvingly 
as Bob's mother and U.S. Editorial Direc 
Edward Ernest, both c 

fete, in the club's 

Pet Lela makes l/ast- inspection oO 

before taking her place as Cocktail Pet in the Inter- 
national Restaurant. Dress, manner and grooming are 
quintessential ingredients in good petmanship, and git 
like Lela and Dawn PI 9s (Opposite, bottom right) are 
ample evidence that feminine charm, ubiquitously dis- 
tributed, has contributed much to the 

popularity. 


gratify the members’ every need. Their be: 
originator of the Penthouse enterprises, Editor-Publisher 
frilled aprons, cuffs, and saucy bonnets. The choice apt at 

the females are there to please him, a happy state of affairs ce members’ enjoyment of their attentive servic 

The habitat of these delectable creatures (many able attributes to the pages of the magazine) is one of the most 
spacious establishments of its kind in the world, permitting a seri asts of entertainment, mood, and decoration. The first attraction to 
the visitor's attention is the Inter ompanying bar and cocktail lounge. Here 
jenio Bruni (formerly premier chef of 0 us 10, Italy) presides over a team of 14 culinary conjurers, 
or homard Eugenio royal—dishes individually prepared at the table and 
diverse, and the menu ranges 
fe boeuf Stroganoff. In 


c s uniform, complete with lace- 
ttitude. p that the male remains the master and 


serving up sumptuous specialties like ant o, fetuccine Alfredo 
already building a respected reputation among We jourmets urant’s n the feasting i 
across frontiers, from local staples like Dover sole, by way of Ameri aks, t 
the bar the boast is that any drink requ delivered—you name it—and it hasn’t been faulted yet 

Up a flight of stairs—or one stop in the lift—is the spacious casino, with 3,500 square feet of gaming area. Here again proficient Pets attend the 
green-topped tables and conduct numerous popular games such as bl: x and roulette. Serious gamblers and mini-betters alike throng this 
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exciting and attractive room. 

Also on this floor is the dark and intimate 
Piano Bar, convenient for a celebratory or 
solacing drink after a spell at the tabl gh 
it is properly a rendezvous for the romantic. Its 
quiet broken only by the singing of soft moody 
songs at the piano, this room has proved a 
predictable magnet for couples, attracted by its 
velvety penumbra and discreet lighting. It is 

tainly the calmest room in the club, and a 
sharp contrast to the next stop up the staircase, 
the Penthouse Speakeasy. 

Designed to echo a Prohibition Chicago 
night-club, the Speakeasy room is lined with 
antique mirrors and illuminated by shimmering 
multi-colored Tiffany lamps (individually de- 
signed and imported from Chicago). The 
music, supplied by the versatile band of Bob 


Opposite : Brothers Bruni — Luigi and Eugenio - 
provide formidable expertise on both sides of 
cuisine. Manager Luigi's impeccable handlin 
of International Restaurant and chef Eugenio 
equally impressive control of kitchen have 
earned the club a rapid reputation for one of the 
finest continental r 

lent spread of festal fare (left) evidences artistry 
of its producer. Mouth-watering items include 4 
coruscating crown of lamb (above), duckling 
with cherry and orange sauce (below), an 
extravaganza of lobster (bottom.) and an 
appetizing platter (below, left) of creame 
chicken 


H, is big on the beat. Dixieland for preference, 
but switching to swinging renderings of modern 
standards and pop hits. Anything goes in the brisk 
Speak especially when ballad-and-banter man 
Al Saxon perches on the bar with his pygmy cornet to 
entertain the company in his unpredictable style 
Between serving drinks, or selected refreshments like 
a Penthouse pizza or a juicy steak, the lively 
the Speakeasy are liable to break into an imp 
dance on the floor, to the unqualified approval of the 
customers. 

By day the Speakeasy is also the club's setting for 
a 18s businessman's lunch, an appetizing gourmet 
smérgasbord that is gaining a growing followin 
among executives and others who want 
break with client or gue. Incidentally, the 
Speakeasy and the International Restaurant also hav 
ample facilities for private party catering 

Topping off the premises are two more flooi 
reached by private staircase and consistin. 
VIP Penthouse and the Penthouse Terra 


double-tiered rooftop sanctum is reserved for invited 


Opposite: Da rf mburgering a 
de rigueur in Speakeasy, where 

Brigit alternate between serving members and kicking 
up a storm on dancefloor (above right). Famous 
musicians like harmonica maestro Larry Adler (above) 
eavesdrop in from time to time. In the Penthou: 
Speakeasy the Roaring Twenties, that reckless and 
unforgettable American era noted for its unlikely com- 
bination of jazz and Prohibition, is alive and flourishing 
nightly. Live sounds run from pure Dixie beat of 
resident bandleade azell right up to pop and 


Kathy Keeton w 
est in a big pay out. Left 
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member-guests and friends of Publisher Guccione, and will be the subject of a ir e, a seasonal turn in the 
British weather enables the open-air facilities and sun deck to be seen to be 2 

The advent of the Penthouse Club has brought to the “Swinging City” a long-needed sophisticated entertainment center for the sybaritic male, 
and London hedonists have responded by making the club a must on their diversion itineraries. For overseas visitors, the club’s ideal location within 
five minutes’ stroll from such hotel centers as Park Lane makes it a natural for sampling the swinging life under one glamorous roof. New attractions 
and facilities are being devised continually, and will be announced in these pages from time to time. 


Note : Readers wishing to apply for membership should use the application form in this issue, or write directly to the Penthouse Club, 11 Whitehorse 
Street, London, W.1, enclosing check for 7 gns. ($25) 


“Bet he doesn’t know she’s been screwed in that position...” 
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Orgasm 
according to 


e 
A reassessment of the controversial life and theories of the 
Pl ; late Wilhelm Reich 
by Dr Eustace Chesser 
7 
* 


4 


ee 


Reich believed 
there is only one 
thing wrong with 
neurotic patients: 

lack of full and 

repeated sexual 

satisfaction. He 

contended that 
mental conditioning 

blocked the 
muscular responses 
necessary for total 
orgasm 
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las Wilhelm Reich mad, a genius—or 

both ? One thing is certain. Some of 
his sexual theories which were found so 
shocking 40 years ago have since gained 
wide acceptance. He was the persecuted 
prophet of the Permissive Society. 

Reich joined the Communist Party in 
1930 and belonged to the same cell as 
Arthur Koestler. His heretical brand of 
Freudian Marxism was denounced by 
Moscow as “un-Marxist rubbish”, and 
the brief flirtation ended. When the 
Nazis came to power his Institute of 
Sexual Science in Berlin was destroyed 
and Reich fled to Denmark, then 
Sweden, and Norway. Though he had 
been an admired protegé of Freud, he 
was expelled in 1934 from the Inter- 
national Psychoanalytical Association. 
In Norway he did biophysical research 
for several years but a vicious newspaper 
campaign was waged against him and 
financial support for his work dried up. 

He took refuge in the United States 
and for a time all went well. He was 
arrested in 1941 under the Enemy 
Aliens Act but nothing could be 
proved against him. However, the new 
and more questionable theories he 
developed about therapeutic treatment 
brought him into conflict with the Pure 
Food & Drug Administration which 
investigated bogus remedies. 

Reich claimed to have discovered a 
new kind of non-electrical-magnetic 
energy which he called orgone. He 
invented a therapeutic box which was 
sold or rented on a monthly basis to 
patients. A similar device in the form of 
a blanket was developed for the 
bedridden. Small boxes for localized 
use were available for curing wounds, 
burns, ulcers, etc. All this was too much 
for official medical opinion, especially 
when orgone therapy was recommended 
for the early treatment of cancer. The 
last years of Reich’s life were tragic. He 
died in a federal penitentiary. 

The evolution of his thought falls 
into two main stages. The first stage 
was the development of his theory of 
orgasm leading to a rupture with 
orthodox psycho-analysis. It is not 
difficult to grasp the essentials of the 
theory despite the awkwardness of his 
own presentation. Even his enemies 
acknowledge that in writing about sex 
he had profound insights and consider- 
able prescience. The abuse with which 
he was greeted was a common experi- 
ence of pioneers in this controversial 
field. That it could not happen today is 
a tribute to the part he played in 
changing the climate of opinion. 

The second stage followed his bio- 
physical experiments in Oslo where he 
attempted to measure sexual pleasure 
by observing changes in the electrical 
potential of the skin as a result of 
emotion. The recent Masters-Johnson 
studies of reactions during sexual 
excitement are an advance in a kind of 


research that was a novelty then but 
which has lost its power to shock. 
What bothered Reich was that hitherto 
most investigators accepted that a 
patient was sexually potent if he was 
capable of intercourse. Reich wanted to 
know much more. Indeed it is central to 
his theory of orgasm that the mere 
capacity to have an erection is no test 
of sexual maturity. He maintained—as 
Masters and Johnson have demon- 
strated—that the musculature of the 
whole body is involved in the sex act. 
It was a mistake to envisage it solely in 
genital terms. And he held—in opposi- 
tion to strict Freudian theory—that 
there is only one thing wrong with 
neurotic patients: /ack of full and 
repeated sexual satisfaction. 

This is his most fundamental conttri- 
bution to the psychology of sex. He was 
convinced that a person who had a 
neurosis of any kind whatsoever was 
lacking in full sexual satisfaction. It 
followed that if the sex life of the 
patient could be put right the neurosis 
would disappear. Many of the evils of 
the world—aggression, selfishness, in- 
tolerance—arose from a displacement of 
sexual energy. Sexual deviations and 
the fantasies that accompanied them 
were also the consequence of energy 
being diverted from its natural outlet. If 
sex is completely fulfilled there is no 
need of fantasies. 

But what is meant by complete 
natural fulfilment? Why is it so rarely 
achieved ? What has gone wrong with 
us? If our bodies functioned as nature 
intended the sex drive would follow its 
natural course as directly as an un- 
impeded river flowing to the sea. If the 
tiver is obstructed it overflows its banks 
and causes havoc. So it is when the sex 
drive is blocked by fears and taboos. 
These are created by society and the 
result is a change of the whole 
character which in turn perpetuates the 
mischief. Puritanical regulations pro- 
duce an authoritarian personality and 
the free development of the individual 
is impossible. 

In 1928 Reich founded the Socialist 
Society for Sexual Advice & Study in 
Vienna. At that time it was unthinkable 
for parents to tolerate the genital play of 
children. Reich was furiously attacked 
for defending the rights of children and 
young people to an uninhibited ex- 
pression of love, and he had to move to 
Berlin. His views seemed to be con- 
firmed by B. Malinowski’s epoch- 
making The Sexual Life of Savages 
(1929). This anthropological study re- 
vealed a society in Melanesia which 
carried permissiveness to the point of 
encouraging promiscuous sexual ex- 
perimentation at puberty. The Arcadian 
life of the Trobrianders, since tarnished 
by the so-called blessings of western 
civilization, was innocent in its attitude 
to sex, and the freedom granted to the 


young actually led to stable and happy 
marriages. 

Malinowski's proof that the Oedipus 
complex was of social origin streng- 
thened Reich's conviction that neuroses 
were socially conditioned. In The Socia/ 
Revolution 1939 he outlined his radical 
programme of sex education. This 
entailed a new morality based on self- 
regulation instead of external authority. 
He wrote: 

“There are two kinds of morality, but 
only one kind of moral regulation. The 
kind of morality which everybody 
acknowledges and affirms as a matter 
of course (not to rape, not to murder, 
etc.) can be established only on the 
basis of full gratification of the natural 
needs, But the other kind of morality 
which we refute (sexual abstinence for 
children and adolescents, compulsory 
marital fidelity, etc.) is in itself patho- 
logical and creates the very chaos which 
it professes to control. It is the arch- 
enemy of natural morality.” 

He was not against monogamy 
principle; nor was he in favour of it. 
He wanted marriage to be based on 
love instead of compulsion. “Far be it 
from us to force anybody to give up the 
familial life if he wants it; on the other 
hand we do not want to be forced into 
it. Let him who can live in monogamy 
all his life and wants to, do so; he who 
cannot do it, who is going to be ruined 
by it, should have the opportunity to 
arrange his life differently.” 

This was dynamite at the time, but 
today it will evoke a more sympathetic 
response. The authoritarian parent is 
vanishing. Juvenile masturbation and 
love-play no longer excite horror. Pre- 
marital and extramarital intercourse are 
viewed with increasing tolerance. Reich 
would have approved the changes in 
the law on divorce and abortion though 
he regarded these as, in a sense, 
necessary evils arising from the sickness 
of society. The need for many of these 
mopping-up operations would not arise 
if we had a healthy attitude to sex. 

It is misleading to think of such an 
attitude as merely a state of mind. The 
novelty of Reich's approach is that it 
also involves a state of the body. He 
accused orthodox psycho-analysts of 
giving the sexual act a purely psycho- 
logical interpretation. He would have 
warmly applauded D. H. Lawrence's 
protest against “sex in the head”. 
Reich’s approach is through and through 
psychosomatic. A human being is not a 
body and a mind but a mind-body. 
Obviously one’s mental attitude can 
affect the success of the sex act—it can 
spoil it. A mental blockage due to social 
conditioning causes a blockage in the 
muscular responses necessary for a 
total orgasm. The release of nervous 
tension is then partial instead of 
complete. 

This stress on the physical meaning of 


sex gives a special meaning to freedom. 
Reich does not think that “free love’, 
such. as changing partners or “wife- 
swapping” is the kind of freedom that 
matters most. The restless itch for 
change would not trouble us if the body 
were free. The search for novelty is 
largely due to a failure to obtain 
satisfaction. Unless the body is free 
from muscular cramp true orgasm is 
impossible and our apparent freedom is 
an illusion. 

Reich illustrates this fundamental 
idea with a vivid metaphor. He asks us 
to think of a bladder which can be 
blown up with air. This is analogous to 
the mounting excitement of the sex act. 
When the bladder is full—.e., when the 
peak of climax is reached—the air is let 
out and the bladder relapses to its 
original slackness. But suppose the 
bladder is enclosed in a metal mem- 
brane. No matter how we try to pump 
in air it could not expand to its optimum 
size. The more the internal pressure is 
increased the greater the tension. And 
it is this unresolved tension that robs 
sex of its satisfaction. 


Retrieving lost spontaneity 


If all we mean by potency is the ability 
to go through the minimum movements 
of intercourse it is possible to be potent 
without ever enjoying it. Some people 
for whom sex is little more than a 
routine habit get only slight pleasure 
and Sometimes find it distasteful. The 
woman submits possibly to please her 
partner, or out of a sense of duty, and 
the man is only concerned to prove to 
himself—and to his partner—that he is 
potent. He may boast of his prowess 
which he measures by the number of 
times he can get an erection, regardless 
of the quality. 

So Reich distinguishes between 
potency in this sense and “orgastic 
potency’—the capacity for orgasm. To 
revert to his metaphor, the metal 
enclosing the bladder acts like armour- 
plating. It is fashioned by the accumu- 
lated inhibitions of years, by the fears 
and guilt induced from childhood by 
faulty sex education. It does not exist in 
a free people like Malinowski's Trobri- 
anders. It would not exist if children 
were allowed to indulge in natural love- 
play instead of being repressed. 

Children who are brought up on 
authoritarian lines are taught that self- 
control is the great virtue. It is “bad 
form” to show their feelings whether of 
fear or anger. The cult of the stiff 
upper-lip leads to a stiffening of other 
muscles of the body. For example, the 
normal bodily reaction to danger or 
anxiety is to hold the breath and pull in 
the abdomen. This fatal habit in later 
life shows itself as a fear of complete 
surrender during intercourse. The ab- 


domen is drawn in unconsciously, the 
pelvic muscles become stiff and im- 
mobile. it is like making love in a strait- 
jacket. 

The secret of orgasm is to let oneself 
go, and that is what we have been 
taught over the years not to do. Thus 
the very structure of character is 
revealed in the sex act. Ingrained bodily 
habits assert themselves automatically 
whatever the conscious mind says. 
Nothing but a prolonged re-education 
of the body can give back the lost 
spontaneity. 

The natural pattern of the sex act is as 
follows. After preliminary love-play the 
vagina should be moist and receptive so 
that it can be entered easily. The level of 
excitation mounts steeply, but so far 
there is conscious control. We should 
aim in the first phase at maintaining 
mutual, slow and effortless frictions. 
The pleasure is heightened when these 
are gentle but intense. The impulse to 
violent movement is a symptom of 
latent sadism or fear of premature 
ejaculation. There should be no hurry, 
and at this stage—but not subsequently 
—a pause or change of position is not a 
fatal interruption. 

Suddenly, however, voluntary control 
is taken over by involuntary movements. 
The heart beats faster, the breath 
quickens and the excitation is con- 
centrated on the genitals. This is 
followed by a clouding of the con- 
sciousness and if the fear of surrender is 
absent the body takes charge. The 
pelvis moves in harmonious rhythm of 
its own accord. Unless it can lose the 
rigidity imposed by long suppression 
the sexual energy will not find total 
discharge through the genitals. It will be 
dispersed in fantasies and pathological 
deviations. Orgasm is the involuntary 
release of tension. Voluntary pelvic 
movements are neurotic. 

Failure to reach this peak is due to the 
intervention of consciousness in an 
attempt to achieve voluntarily what can 
only be gained involuntarily. If the 
discharge of energy is blocked by the 
“armour” of built-in inhibitions it seeks 
in vain to burst through the barrier. This 
is the price to be paid for the denial of 
spontaneity in early training. The 
defence mechanisms against surrender 
keep the pelvic muscles immobile, and 
so incapable of the involuntary move- 
ments essential to orgasm. 

Such in brief is the theory Reich 
developed in the first stage of his 
career. Had he rested at this point it 
would have been generally admitted 
that he had made at least as important 
a contribution in this field as other 
eminent psychologists. No one thinks 
the less of Jung and Adler for departing 
from Freudianism—or the less of Freud 
because his theories were not final. No 
scientist can claim to have said the last 
word on any subject, because science 
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has a built-in self-correcting mech- 
anism. Reich’s view that all neurosis 
comes from unsatisfying sex follows 
logically from his assumptions but it has 
yet to be verified empirically. It is a 
practical impossibility to obtain com- 
plete verification of a sweeping general- 
ization that embraces the whole of 
mankind. Also, | do not believe there is 
only one supposedly perfect kind of 
orgasm, or that there is a royal road to it. 

Reich was well aware of the difficulty 
of confirming his theory by citing 
individual case histories. He recognized 
that even if this could be done the 
clinical approach shared with psycho- 
analysis the insoluble problem of pro- 
viding treatment on more than a very 
limited scale. He turned away from 
purely psychological treatment and 
sought a solid basis for his theories in 
biophysics. 

| believe that this was a serious 
jing to enter 
on equal terms such a highly advanced 
discipline. It is not surprising that 
physicists dismissed him as a crank. It is 
possible for a brilliant mind in one 
department of knowledge to be cranky 
in another. No one says that Newton 
was mad because he spent most of his 
life studying the prophecies of the Book 
of Daniel. Jung’s excursions into the 
occult may seem eccentric but they do 
not detract from his earlier contributions 
to psychiatry. Reich was not “mad”, 
and if he seemed paranoid it must be 
remembered that the persecutions he 
suffered all his life were not delusions. 
He genuinely came to believe that he 
had made a tremendous discovery 
about the nature of the universe. Its 
contemptuous rejection by official 
science only fed the obsession. 

He thought that he had discovered a 
new type of energy which fulfilled 
Freud's early hope that libido, or 
sexual energy, would be put on a 
biological basis. He called this bio- 
electric energy “orgone”. The units of 
orgone energy were “bions’’ or micro- 
scopic vesicules produced from organic 
and inorganic material by a process of 
disintegration. They propagated like 
bacteria and could develop spontan- 
eously in the soil, or, as in cancer, from 
disintegrating tissue. In his own words: 

“The orgone energy can be demon- 
strated visually, thermically and electro- 
scopically in the soil, the atmosphere 
and in plant and animal organisms. The 
flickering in the sky which many 
physicists ascribe to terrestrial mag- 
netism, and the flickering of the stars, 
are the immediate expression of the 
motion of the atmospheric orgone. The 
electrical storms which disturb electrical 
apparatus at times of increased sunspot 
activity are, as can be shown experi- 
mentally, an effect of atmospheric 
orgone energy. Thus far it is tangible 
only as a disturbance of electric currents. 
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The colour of orgone is blue or bluish 
gray” (The Function of Orgasm). 
Orgone is said to be the basis of our 
sexual energy which becomes concen- 
trated during sexual arousal in the 
genitals. When the peak is reached the 
orgone flows back through the whole 
body. Freud’s concept of the “id”, or 
primitive instinctual energy demanding 
gratification but held in check by the 
ego, is a psychological term for this 
material, perceptible form of energy. 


Orgone and atomic energy 


Reich invented the Orgone Energy 
Accumulator in 1940. It was a box of 
wood lined with sheet iron and big 
enough to sit inside. The idea is that an 
organic substance like wood can attract 
orgone which is then radiated by the 
metal to the patient inside. Orgone 
Accumulators were manufactured by 
the Wilhelm Reich Foundation. In order 
to absorb orgone you had to sit in the 
box lightly clad. As the body becomes 
charged with energy its temperature 
tises and there is a warm prickling 
sensation. When you can take no more 
you feel slightly sick and dizzy. There 
are severe warnings against over- 
saturation. 

Orgone cannot cure neurosis but, it 
was alleged, the treatment benefits such 
a variety of conditions as anaemia, 
colds, hay fever, arthritis, chronic ulcers, 
lesions and, in the early stages, cancer. 
The cells of cancer were said to be 
protozoa which develop from the bions 
that issue from disintegrating tissue. 

A combination of orgone therapy 
with character analysis was used to 
educate the neurotic in orgasm. The 
muscular tensions of the abdomen, 
neck and anus were reduced by a 
combination of analysis and breathing 
exercises. As progress was made the 
Patient showed an involuntary impulse 
to move his pelvis. The reason he could 
not do so during intercourse could be 
found, according to Reich, in early 
childish experience. Punishments for 
infantile masturbation and bed-wetting 
induced a “pleasure anxiety which 
made the muscles rigid. 

Reich was not satisfied to produce a 
plausible theory of orgasm. The desire 
to unify all forms of neurosis by bringing 
them under a single principle drove him 
to apply a single unifying formula to the 
entire universe. He held that orgone 
energy permeated the cosmos. He 
thought that bions united in creating a 
particle of matter just as sexual fusion 
produces an offspring. Similarly, clouds 
of orgone energy in outer space merge 
to give birth to a galaxy in what is the 
stellar equivalent of a sexual embrace. 

Orgone energy pervades the entire 
spatial continuum. The theory of gravity 
therefore needs amending. The sun 
does not attract anything. It moves with 


the planets because of the orgone 
energy stream in the galaxy. 

In 1951 Reich established the 
ORANUR (Orgonomic Anti-Nuclear 
Radiation) project. This was inspired by 
the explosion of the first atomic bomb. 
He believed that orgone energy is the 
original form of atomic energy. The 
former operates slowly and creatively, 
but the latter acts explosively and 
destructively. Reich argued that since 
the two forces had opposite properties 
it should be possible to use orgone to 
neutralize nuclear radiation. However, 
when he put the theory to the test with 
radium in his laboratory something 
went badly wrong. A report dated May 
12, 1952, said that an acute emergency 
existed at Orgonon, the headquarters in 
Rangeley where the experiments were 
conducted. “The routine work at 
Orgonon has collapsed. Several workers 
had to abandon their jobs. Most 
buildings at Orgonon became unin- 
habitable.” 

Like the sorcerer’s apprentice it seems 
that Reich called up forces he could not 
control. There was never the slightest 
chance that Reich, with his primitive 
equipment and lack of knowledge, could 
succeed where nuclear physicists with 
their sophisticated apparatus and un- 
limited finance had failed. As for the 
bizarre speculations about inter-stellar 
space, they have a certain poetic 
quality, but they are not science. The 
possibility that new matter was being 
created had been advanced by serious 
cosmologists such as Hoyle and Bondi, 
The arguments are abstruse and mathe- 
matical. Reich’s venture into astro- 
physics rested on no such foundation. 
It must be regarded as guesswork. 

Nevertheless Reich deserves the 
gratitude of all progressive reformers for 
blazing a trail despite obloquy to a 
saner and more humane attitude to sex. 
He was over-optimistic in thinking that 
most of the problems of our civilization 
would be solved if we led satisfactory 
sex lives, but there is more in this insight 
than his critics allow. 

| think he oversimplified when he 
said that there was one perfect type of 
orgasm, and that to fall short of this 
ideal is to be neurotic. There is a real 
danger that people will read his books 
in the hope of finding the secret of 
perfect sex. They will be disappointed 
and may be even further from the goal 
than before. The more they consciously 
try to follow the recipe the more they 
will fail, because on Reich's own 
showing, consciously directed move- 
ments defeat their object. 

Yet there is much of value in the 
writings of Reich's first period. The 
eccentricities of his later years, what- 
ever their cause, should not blind us to 
the fact that Wilhelm Reich was one of 
the most original and fearless investiga- 
tors of sexual psychology. Ot 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 12 


that a thoughtful, considerate act and not a 
perversion. When miniskirts first came out, | was 
reluctant to wear one without my artificial leg 
on, for they left the end of my stump showing 
for all to see, especially when | sat. But my 
husband soon convinced me that | should not 
be ashamed of my stump and to ignore the 
unthinking people who might stare at it. He 
even encouraged me to wear a bathing suit and 
enjoy the beach, despite the fact that my stump 
of thigh is left fully exposed in a bathing suit. 
He actually calls my stump “cute”. | believe | 
can speak for lots of other one-legged women 
who resent the broad insinuation that only an 
oddball group of perverts and “kooks” find 
them appealing. There may be such men, but 
there are many more normal, healthy men who 
can fall in love with a one-legged girl for 
perfectly normal conventional reasons. They 
accept her stump as just another part of her 
body, with no special significance —Mrs. E.S. 
(name and address withheld), Boston. 


Preventive plus 

Detesting the use of the ordinary contraceptive, 
if only for its vulgar look and ridiculous appear- 
ance, my wife and | have given much thought 
to an advanced type, the advantages of which 
are obvious. 

The male could wear an artificial penis over 
his own, of a size to suit each other, affixed by 
a latex belt. The interior would be of a spongy 
material and all risk of pregnancy would cease, 
plus the ability to “stay in” for as long as one’s 
wife would want one to. What is the practic- 
ability of this idea ?—L. Markham, Emmer Green, 
Reading, Berkshire 


Pain and pleasure 

My wife and | notice in Time that you have been 
criticized for discussing pain and pleasure in 
Penthouse. We hope that you will continue to 
do so, regardless. It is hard to get reliable 
information on this interesting subject in this 
country. 

We are interested in spanking for sexual 
arousal, and my wife gets very excited talking 
about it, but performance has led to disappoint- 
ment. We think our trouble lies in our technique. 
We use a bare bottom, but the hand and belt 
have not been effective. Would implements like 
a paddle, switch, birch rod, or cane be better? 
We have heard that the initial spanking should 
be to the point of tears, but I've had trouble 
carrying this out on her bottom. Perhaps some 
of your readers who were initially unwilling 
wives could give us some pointers. 

Thank you for this interesting dialogue in 
Penthouse.—J.J. (name and address withheld), 
Missoula, Montana, 59801. 


| have followed avidly since your early issues 
the correspondence on spanking, because | 
always had a feeling for the sport, though | 
repressed it until Penthouse Forum gave me 
evidence of its prevalence. Having crossed that 
psychological barrier and being able now to 
claim some modest success as a practitioner, | 
draw your attention to a practical difficulty, 

The application of the hand or any implement 
to a fleshy bottom produces an explosive sound 
—this is part of the attraction—loud enough to 
wake the children or the neighbors or the people 
in the next room. At least the fear that it may 
do so is real enough to the participants to be 
inhibiting. Is there any answer? The fact that 
none of your correspondents has mentioned 
this problem makes me wonder whether the 
exploits they relate are less reality than fantasy. 
—D.F.C. (name and address withheld), Hull, 
Yorkshire. 


| am happily married with a normal enjoyable 
sex life without any deviations ; but | do enjoy 
reading your letters on corporal punishment and 
| hope this correspondence will continue. It 
is harmless enough and | think we all have a 
mean streak, which enjoys hearing about other 
people's misfortunes. 

| went to a boarding school where caning was 
a regular punishment for “serious” offenses, 
and fresh canes were ordered by the half-dozen. 
The only two people allowed to beat were the 
housemaster (where one bent over an armchair) 
and the head boy of the house (where one had 
to bend over a big table and punishment was 
witnessed by the other senior boys). The usual 
ration was “six of the best”, fully clothed with 
one’s coat flipped up over the back, but through 
misfortune | twice got it on the bare behind. 
The first time was when | was 13 and, as a new 
boy, | was told | would be let off lightly and only 
get three strokes to “wake up my ideas”. An 
older boy advised me to pad my trousers with 
blottingpaper, which | did. | thought he was 
being helpful, but | soon found out that it was a 
mean trick. | was terrified as | walked into the 
room with all the senior boys there and the head 
boy looking grand, holding a long cane. | bent 
over the table as | was told. Another senior 
boy flicked up my coat and then, to my horror, 
pinched the seat of my trousers to make sure | 
had no padding (| later discovered that this 
was the normal drill). 

When the blotting paper was discovered, | 
was ordered to take off my coat and remove my 
trousers. Then the blotting paper was taken 
away. This left me only in a shirt and a pair of 
thin cellular pants which obviously were 
hiding nothing; but even so, these were pulled 
down to my ankles and the shirt was pulled 
tight up to leave me fully exposed. The head 
boy said: "| was going to let you off lightly, but 
not after you've tried that stupid trick.” | got six 
of the best and never tried padding again! 

The second bare punishment was even more 
unlucky. It was one of those rare hot summers 
when many of us slept with nothing on. One 
night, when the top four boys were away at a 
match, the acting head boy (number 5) was 
eager to exercise his very temporary power and 
he caughta friend and me talking after lights out. 
He had been sneaking about in rubber-soled 


shoes. He said: “Talking after lights out is a 
beating offense. Put on your dressing gowns 
and come straight downstairs.” As we got out 
of bed, | could see the glee on his face as he 
looked at us both in the nude. | started to look 
for a pair of pyjamas, but he quickly rebuked me 
for trying to delay. So downstairs we both went, 
clad just in our dressing gowns. 

Although | was aged 16 by then, | was 
trembling with apprehension. Waiting outside 
the door, | could hear the strokes as my friend 
got six. | went in expecting the same, but the 
acting head boy said : “You deliberately delayed 
putting on your dressing gown. You will get 
two extra for your impertinence. Take off your 
dressing gown and bend over.” | said: “Oh 
no, please not bare,” to which he replied : “And 
another two for arguing with me.” | gave in and 
took off my only garment—to the obvious 
pleasure of three grinning senior faces who were 
watching. Apparently | took off the dressing 
gown too slowly and was thus ordered another 
two strokes. He even told me to take my slippers 
off and thus | had to spreadeagle over the table 
stark naked. The cane whistled down 12 times 
with a long pause between each stroke and | 
thought it was never going to end. 

We were all scared stiff of these beatings— 
although of course we never showed it—and 
| didn’t know of anyone who got any maso- 
chistic pleasure from it. However, | do confess 
that | got some sadistic pleasure from these 
ceremonies when | became a senior, but it 
certainly hasn't done me any lasting harm, 
except perhaps that | enjoy reading your letters ! 
Also, | know that the fear of an occasional 
caning made me work harder than | would 
have done otherwise—D.8. (name and 
address withheld), London E.C.2. 


Erotic omens 

A point none of your correspondents who 
demand large bosoms on your Pets seems to 
have mentioned is whether large-bosomed 
girls are sexy in practice as opposed to in 
appearance. Here is one man’s experience— 
mine. Never be put off by small breasts or a 
slim bottom. It's the flat boyish girl who's the 
real sex bomb—she makes up in enthusiasm 
what she lacks in curves.—James Atkinson, 
(address withheld), Portsmouth, Hampshire. 


Stunning in the rain 
| have just joined Penthouse and was thrilled 
to read the letter from A.H. of Northumberland 
(October). | share the views expressed. | love 
to see ladies in thick plastic vinyl macs and 
long kinky boots in rubber, leather or patent. 
It creates a strong sexual desire to make love 
to them (ladies please note, and help if 
possible). | would like to see Penthouse 
publish each month at least one photo in 
color, full-length, of a model in shiny mac and 
boots, like the new patent thigh boots. Nude 
models in leather thigh boots are TERRIFIC._— 
J.R. (name and address withheld), Oxford, 
England. 


Manhandling 
Your young lady correspondent (September) 
who objected to satisfying her boyfriend “by 


hand” prompts me to write about this curious 
piece of selfish feminine psychology. | have 
taken out many girls who willingly indulged in 
petting and obviously expected to be excited 
and satisfied “by hand”. Indeed they some- 
times indicated some irritation if they were not 
brought to complete orgasm. Nevertheless, on 
my suggesting that it was now my turn, almost 
all of them have refused downright to oblige. 

They have told me “not to be disgusting”, or 
“to control myself’. They have asked, “What 
kind of a girl do you think | am?" (after just 
having been excited and satisfied by manipula- 
tion!), or they have complained: “That's the 
worst of men—they've never had enough”. On 
being reminded that / haven't had anything, they 
complain: ‘Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy 
doing it’. Thus our satisfaction must be confined 
to satisfying them! 

Why is this ? In full intercourse the girl accepts 
that the man must be satisfied, but in petting 
she has no concern for her partner's needs. It's 
enough then that he has been allowed to 
touch. Can any lady reader explain?—WJ. 
(name and address withheld), Ponders End, 
Hertfordshire. 


Deep-down desires 
| was most interested to read the letter from 
C.P. (October) because my wife and | have 
found similar excitement after 15 years of 
marriage. Just because one day she was 
tickling me | playfully tied her wrists behind her 
and to our surprise and pleasure we both 
found that our love play was completely 
re-stimulated. 

Having found that cord is unsatisfactory (too 
tight if effective, and ineffective if loose), we 
bought from a second-hand shop a “job lot” 
consisting of two pairs of handcuffs and a pair 
of legirons. The result has been quite rejuvenat- 
ing! They are comfortable, and absolutely 
secure, and there is an additional advantage to 
which my wife introduced me: they can be 
self-donned during the day as a surprise for 
the tired businessman when he comes home. 
It was one of the greatest thrills to find a note 
in the garage on my return attached to the keys 
of the handcuffs and legirons, saying “You 
may need these later on”. There was my wife, 
dressed only in her undies, her wrists and 
ankles fettered, giving me a rea/ welcome in the 
drawing room.—i/.C. (name and address 


withheld), Devon. Om 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 25 


“Shit, it could be Larry or that Arab partner of his, or what 
about that crazy ex-Digger ?”” 

“I'm sorry, L.” 

“Sure, baby.’’ Lissner squeezed closer to the table and bent 
over the buttons. 

His dealer had showed him how to clean the buttons, 
picking off the tiny bumps of white hairlike tufts with the tip 
of a knife. This cat, a lot of hair and involved with an organic 
food debt, had suggested the easiest way of getting the 
bitter stuff down was to cook it to a tea sludge and drop 
that. But Lissner had read Castenada’s Teachings of Don 
Juan too and wished only to stare into the fire and meet 
Mescalito, and he feared that too many alkaloids might be 
boiled off. 

It was nearly 7 o'clock when the cleaning was finished. 
He scraped the button tufts off the edge of the table, knife- 
blade shaving the black enamel tabletop, and into the stone 
ashtray. The buttons themselves lay stacked like slices of 
hard dried mushrooms. Lissner lifted a small piece to his lips 
and bit down. Bitter, a tang of damp earth. Too much. 

He dropped the rest of the peyote in a small blue pan and 
covered the buttons with four inches of cold water, set it on 
the burner to cook up. When most of the water had boiled 
away he added more and waited. Just thinking about the 
trip, already he was getting flashes. Pieces of scenery 
sliding and jumping, after-images of old acid trips... 

Yes, the dealer had been wrong: there was a sticky dark- 
brown residue collecting on the side of the pan now and the 
softened buttons floated in a warm dark cider of peyote tea. 
More boiling, he reasoned, would just steam off the 
alkaloids or leave them on the side of the pan. Lissner turned 
out the fire under the pan and left it covered. Thinking... 

Twenty minutes later he had split to score a thousand 
Triple-O gelatin caps with his last $1.86 and sat back at the 
table again with a single-edge Gem blade, cutting the soft 
brown meat into tiny chunks. The buttons had swollen with 
brown water and as Lissner stuffed the gelatin caps they 
buckled and softened. Nineteen caps. Nineteen huge heavy 
plastic caps of warm brown meat and perhaps a pint of runny 
dark tea. He started on the caps first, dropping them with 
water one after another. Counting: 11, 12,13... at 16 he 
knew he could make it. 

It was a test of one’s character, a Berkeley blonde at the 
P.O. had told him, how long you could keep peyote down. 
Even the Indians got sick, but if you could retain the stuff 
two hours . . . He tasted the cold tea. Bitter but not 
medicinal. Like drinking stumpwater. A definite bummer, but 
he forced it down in small quick gulps, shuddering. It was 
done. He closed his eyes and waited. 

Outside now the wind was blowing up, slapping loose 
Panes against cracked caulking, and Lissner got his first sick 
flash, a dull nauseous wave that swept him for only a few 
seconds. He sat still, as if listening. Nothing more. But 
expecting to get sick, he realized, would only bring it on. He 
went to build the fire. 

They pulled the bare mattress in front of the fireplace and 
made candles ready ; brought in KSAN for words and music. 
Talked a little, fed the fire and watched its colors. Three 
hours later he knew he would not be getting sick and the 
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peyote was slowly coming on. Colors and shadows of 
colors softened and became thick and rich in the changing 
firelight. Six feet from where he sat the flat white of wall rose 
beyond the fire, and in the space between him and the wall, 
a dense red drifted in the air. He waited, waited ; but nothing 
more was happening. It was like the onset of a DET high, 
where sometimes only your eyes turn on and a candle’s 
flame picks up the beat of music in the room; but now he 
feared his impatience would impede the high. He pushed to 
his feet and headed for the back bedroom and his stash. 

He dug past the flaps of the cardboard box, past the foiled 
remnants of a dark gold ball of hashish, past the Baggied 
stems and seeds, the pipes and soiled crutches, and skewered 
the acid, unfolded it: one and a half of pink Owsley wedge. 
He put the half back and dropped the full wedge under his 
tongue. Immediately, the world (the room) lurched as he 
flashed at the thought of what he was doing. He kicked the 
box into its corner of the closet and made his way back 
through the kitchen and down along the high narrow hall, 
stopped in the john with bathtub big enough to ball in 
(Klara had painted its bottom gold, claw toes of black. 
lacquer) and washed the wedge down with water from the 
tap, deliberately not fixing on the mirror above it, letting his 
eyes trip off the posters from Fillmore dances, small Indian 
prints slightly erotic, and the Things to Remember When 
You're Arrested card from the A.C.L.U. above the toilet roll. 
The whole apartment was like a 1938 teapad set from a 
Humphrey Bogart movie he never saw. Very high white 
ceilings in barren boxlike rooms, empty glass breakfronts, 
lots of wood. No sunlight except in the front room on the 
street with the box window sticking right out over the side- 
walk, so they'd hung a heavy gypsy curtain across on a 
yellow plastic rope and from the street it looked quite 
funky... 

Acid. 

The flash was : total awareness that he had just dropped a 
full pink wedge on top of godknowshowmuch peyote. 

With cold fingers he put more water to his mouth. 

It would be a trip. 

They lay on the mattress in front of the fire with the light 
flicking on Klara’s face and he watched her face run its 
changes. She was Swedish, now Chinese (or Vietnamese), 
his sister, his mother, Her mother, the acid was so strong, the 
facial changes flowed one into another as he held her, 
whoever it was, staring into her eyes. 

“Who are you?” He touched her arm. “‘Klara—who are 
you?” 

“I'm all women, L.” 

He nodded, convinced, and watched the gold falling from 
her hair as he ran his hand through it. The fire snapped. He 
closed his eyes and waited. 

Deep in the center of black space, on the movie screen of 
his mind, a sharp violet point of light broke through the 
blackness. A geometric parting of the screen that burst and 
grew larger and brighter as the violet burned with a terrible 
clarity. But now he could see inside, he could see through 
the glowing window and there were tiny towers and spires 
of emerald and heavy purples; voices, murmurs and amber 
shadows of small figures moving. 

Another world, was the insight, and in fear he resisted the 
pull he felt from the other side. But with the fear the city and 
its jeweled lights winked out and were gone. 


She was chattering. Her eyes not blue but grey with pupils 
dilated. He heard himself answering, asking. 

“You don't have to let him fn,” he said. “You don’t have 
to answer the door.” 

“He just came in, L."" Chatter, chatter. . . he wondered if 
she knew she was bringing him down. “'I didn’t know who. 
it was, but | heard someone at the door and he just came in 
and walked right back to the kitchen and sat down.” 

“First you had to open the door.” Weary already of the 
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rules she so badly needed. 

She nodded, not looking at him, head bent, the guilty 
child. 

“Just don't open the door to the motherfucker. Shit, man— 
you let anybody in. They're turning this place into a trip 
parlor.” 

She was quiet now. He listened to the fire and the music. 

“I get lonely, L. He comes over when you're at work and 
it's somebody to talk to.” 

“Bullshit.” She flinched and the word hung brown in the 
air. But he could see him now, as she described him. His 
name was Barry. He was very black and very big, 26 years 
old and over six-five she told him, football at Kansas or 
lowa, a bouncer at a bar near the U. of C. where she'd first 
met him, scars above his eyes and on the back of his hands, 
a hard Chicago face. Black. He would be black. He forced 
the image back as a huge dark form began to take shape. He 
fought for contact. “Look,” he said and, pulling her with him, 
struggled to his feet. He led her into the hall and to the front 
door, lecturing at her, staggering heavy-footed on the 
undulating floorboards. The glass of the door had been 
pasted over with folds of yellow and blue ricepaper by some 
former tenant. At eyelevel, a peephole had been scratched 
out. He tapped it with his finger. “You go to the door,” he 
ordered. “You look through here first to find out who it is. 
You know that.” 

She nodded. 

“And at night you keep the chain on.” 

She nodded again. ‘| will, L. But he won't be back,” 

“Shit,” he said, and pulled her back to the mattress. 
“What's gonna stop him?” 

Who, his mind amended. Who will stop him? 

“| won't let him in again, L."” She sounded tired. 

“| don’t believe you!" 

“| won't, L.” She began to weep and the tears against her 
cheeks were silver. 

“You're balling him. Motherfucker, you're making it with 
him!’ 

“| couldn't help it, L."” She meant it, she meant it. She was 
crying hard now; the silver flowed. He had her now, with all 
the energy of his high he had her locked on this trip and now 
he would get the truth. 

“| told you, | heard the door. It was still light, it was only 
about seven and | heard the door. 

“Only about seven. You bitch.” 

“It was /ight out, | didn’t know, | was in the kitchen and 
somebody was Knocking. | thought it might be Betty or one 
of her kids . 

“Sure you ‘did. 

"”.. anyway | opened the door and it was him. God he’s 
so big, L. He filled up the whole door. He’s just beautiful. | 
don't dig where his head is at, | really don’t, but he’s the 
most beautiful man I've ever seen, his body just shines . . .”” 

"You're blowing my mind,” Lissner said. Or thought. She 
didn’t seem to hear him. Klara, he saw, he clearly saw, was 
enjoying this. She was putting him through heavy changes 
and digging it. Her eyes were faraway and her face shone 
with joy and a large dose of sadistic glee as she went on 
and on 


. He didn’t say anything, he just laughed and walked 
right in, well he kissed me first and he took me right back to 
the kitchen and sat down. He had some wine with him, he 
was a little drunk. We sat down and had some wine and | 
asked him what he wanted.” 

“You knew what he wanted.” 

“Yes. No, he said he'd come over to see you, L. But he 
knows you work nights.”” 

“Oh he's such a sweet hustler.” Klara’s face turned in the 
firelight and her fingers pushed golden hair onto silver 
cheeks. Klara had never looked better. And such a bad bitch, 
he thought. 

“Anyway, | told him you were at the Post Office. Then he 
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asked if we had any grass. | told him yes but | didn’t know 
where. He laughed and took a drink, then—I couldn't help 
it, L—then he just stood up and came over and picked me 
right up out of the chair and took me in and put me down on 
the bed. He's too strong, L. He took my clothes off and he 
fucked me, it was—can | have a cigarette?” 

. iis gave it to her. It popped white and thick behind his 

igh. 

She went quickly on, nipping little pokes from the 
straight. ‘After a while | started to cry and he said what's the 
matter, why don’t you cum? He didn’t believe me but | told 
him because | love you, L. He didn’t believe me because he 
said no White Boy can give you what /‘m givin’ you baby, so 
he just kept Tight on—' 

“Enough,” he said, and held up his hand to stop her. He 
could hear her groaning, groaning and calling out no, no, no 
like she always did, as he had balled her yesterday, last week, 
for months now—and he was imagining the sounds she had. 
made under that brute body. He saw her, white under black, 
crying out. 

“I'm sorry, L.” 

“Sorry doesn’t cut it.” 

But what did ? What could? 

And what if he came over now, tonight? Lissner saw him- 
self trying to fight 240 pounds or so of spade cat, saw himself 
being picked up in those black arms as she had been, like a 
baby, ridiculed in front of her... He sent her to bed and lay 
back on the mattress to let the acid carry him. But out of the 
blackness now came the same dark image; behind closed 
eyes he saw himself struggling, felt himself being held, 
lifted. And he heard the rich dark laughter. 

He turned into the mattress and gripped it, listening to the 
pounding of his blood and the rattling night wind. 

If he came over now, tonight? 

The knife in the drawer below the kitchen sink: a butcher's 
blade of heavy German steel. It was in his hand now as he 
crouched at the. end of the hall, the blade before him at belt 
level and his left hand outstretched for balance, waiting for 
the charge. It came behind that booming laugh, a dark rush, 
heavy-shouldered, towering. There was a fake for his eyes, 
a huge long arm snaked out (no chance to get near his body) 
so he cut down across the forearm, blooding it, the flesh 
flayed back in a black smile; but the other hand closed in a 
painful lock around his wrist, twisting the knife away, 
twisting ... 

The scene faded abruptly for a new one that took its place 
and Lissner was standing again at the end of the hall, 
watching the big black man move toward him, listening to 
nie laughter. This time he held a pistol, a .22 automatic, long 
rifle : 

“Hold it right there.” 

The man came on. 

Lissner squeezed the trigger and felt the puck-puck as the 
pistol jumped in his hand. He shot him twice in the right 
knee and once just above the left. The man staggered and 
cried out but he kept coming. He shot him in the stomach... 

A new scene. This time Lissner’s weapon is a .32 Biretta. 

In this next, a shotgun: 

He stops him with the charge of the shotgun, but the hall 
floor has slicked with blood, it pools on the rug, red splatters 
the walls in some places, four, five feet high. 

He writhes on the mattress, seeing the awful truth again 
and again through the power of the acid. 


Near noon the next day he awoke, still high, so high that 
when he closed his eyes firelight was projected. Not the 
glow, not memory ; flames as real as those he stared into last 
night. He dressed quietly, letting Klara sleep. At the small 
table in the cove off the frontroom he sat at the typewriter. 
On half a yellow sheet he wrote: 
Barry darling ... 
You had better read this twice, old soul brother—I do not 
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cry 


@ The shopkeeper looked over 
at the cat’s wife and Lissner flashed to the 
precise center of that shopkeeper brain : 
he wanted the transaction to include 
the chick. @ 


dig where you are at... at all. No, and your size is a joke, 
mother—you could of course drop by when I'm here, you 
know the hours. 

Too late. Dig. Come through this door one more time, my 
sweet hustler, you had better be ready and not for a punchout. 
/ am going to score me something you can just look at and 
understand. Understand ?* 

*Not a knife. 

He signed it “L.”” and read it over, shaking his head. 
realizing how high he still was. But he couldn’t summon the 
energy to change the note. He taped it to the glass of the 
front door and left. 

Outside it was bright and hot. He drove cautiously, having 
to concentrate on the mechanics of timing, braking, cross- 
town traffic. He seemed to have difficulty breathing and had 
to squint against the highlights bouncing off hot metal signs: 
SALE... SMILE...SAVE... 

At the bank, a bad game, he waited in a lunch-hour line. 
He gazed at the solid, stolid citizens in brown and blue, 
wondering: can’t you hear my mind? His mind was on the 
gun. He drew out 80 dollars in twenties and headed down 
Market, cut over to Mission and parked by the cluster of 
hockshops on 6th. 

He turned in at the first large shop, walking up hard dun 
aisles of locked glassed cases. Handguns were in a special 
case near the back of the store, shotguns and rifles racked 
on the wall behind. A clean young man (college type ?) 
moved briskly behind the case where Lissner stared down at 
the guns. There were several .22s, some antique derringers, 
two .38 police specials, no .45s. 

“Yes sir?’ The boy was smiling TV toothpaste at him. 

“Il need...” Lissner stopped, took a deep breath. “| want 
a gun.” 

“See anything you like?” 

“Yeh, well, somebody broke into my place and... could 
| see that .38 ?’” The boy made no move to unlock the case 
but seemed to look closely at Lissner for the first time, at the 
beads and boots, the beard and long hair. 

“A fine, reliable piece,” he said. “Fifty-nine dollars.” 

Lissner sighed and held the four 20's against the cold glass 
top. “Let's see it.” 

Now the boy smiled again, unlocked the case and handed 
him the weapon. It was heavy in his hand and felt rough, 
chilled. Lissner sighted at the floor near his feet. His thumb 
felt for the safety. Can / do it? Can / really do it? 

“What ?” The boy was trying to tell him something. 

“Yes sir, that’s the procedure. You give us the money, we 
put the gun away and we take care of the license application. 
Of course you have to appear at Detective Headquarters for 
an interview, but that’s just a formality. Only takes three-four 
days.” 

“What?” The back of Lissner's head burned. “No, man— 
| need it today. Right now.” 

The boy looked pained. 
California. Any handgun . 

Someone at Lissner's side coughed. He turned to look 
down at a thick, dark man, Italian maybe, with smudged 
black eyes. Market-street mafia. He picked at Lissner's 
sleeve. ‘| think | got what you're looking for,” he said and 


“I'm afraid that's the law in 
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moved away, beckoning. Lissner followed him across the 
street and into a smaller pawnshop. The man stood behind 
another glass counter containing other guns; but it was the 
rifles and shotguns he pointed back at. 

“Take your pick,”” he said with some pride, touching an 
automatic shotgun with one soft hand. “This one'll stop a 
truck. Twelve gauge. Seventy-five bucks. Don’t need no 
license for these.” 

Lissner nodded, then moved behind the counter for a 
closer look. “You sell ammunition for this ?”’ 

“Any sporting goods store,”” the man said. 

Lissner put the shotgun back against the rack. It felt too 
long for him, too bulky. Red splatters the walls. . . 

He picked out a carbine, semi-automatic, 30-shot clip. 
“That's the one | had in mind for you,” the man said. 

The carbine felt right and Lissner had actually fired one, 
years ago. He looked at the price tag. Fifty-five dollars. He 
hesitated, holding the carbine but looking over some of the 
other short rifles 

They were still alone in the store when the girl walked in, 
a thin hippie chick with a man’s black leather jacket over the 
arm holding a magnum of champagne. The other hand held 
onto a three-year-old with a dirty face. The shopkeeper 
grinned and winked at Lissner and walked to meet her. 
Lissner watched as she spread the jacket out on the counter. 
It looked new, glossy and rich. It looked fine. 

The shopkeeper picked it up, frowning at it, examining the 
seams, fingering the black silk lining. He shook his head 
slowly. 

“Ten dollars,” the man said. 

“For the jacket and the champagne ? ies 

“And the champagne?” He picked it up, checked the 
label. “You never opened it? It’s never been opened ?’ 

Lissner racked the carbine, watching the child. She sucked 
her fist like she was hungry. 


“Fifteen dollars,” the man said, as if he didn’t care. “For 
both.” 
“Christ, man.” The chick looked weary. “My old man paid 


seventy for it in New York.” 

“Fifteen. For both.’ 

“Wait a minute,” she said. “I'll get him.” 

She came back with her old man, a cat about Lissner’s age, 
balding on top and long hair to his shoulders. Thin, no coat 
for day's wet city winds. Notstrung outbut hemighthave done 
a lot of speed lately, nice cat. He talked to the shopkeeper, 
quick and low. He told the same story about the 70 dollars, 
getting nowhere. 

“You won't go twenty?” 

The shopkeeper looked over at the cat's wife and Lissner 
flashed to the precise center of that shopkeeper brain: he 
wanted the transaction to include the chick. “C’mon back 
here,” the man ordered, and led her old man to the rear of the 
store. As they passe Lissner made a sign, held his eyes, and 
whispered: “‘I’ll go the 20.” 

Lissner waited for them outside on the street, the 20 stiff 
and curled in his hand. In a few moments, grinning, they 
met him. He tried on the jacket, checking it out in the 
reflection of a bar window. It was a good fit. The black 
leather was soft and unblemished. He handed over the 20. 
They were all grinning at each other. 

“It's beautiful, man,” the chick said, and tried to hand him 
the champagne. 

“No, you keep it.’ He shrugged. “Celebrate.’’ Lissner 
looked to her husband, who stood there without a coat, 
smiling, shivering in the wind off the Bay. “’l went in there 
to buy a gun.” 

The cat dropped his eyes, shaking his head. 

“Peace, brother,” he said, and he bent to pick up the child. 

Walking to his car, Lissner was still grinning at himself and 
the jacket in mirrored storewindows. And it wasn’t until he 
was driving home, coming down, that he remembered the 
note still taped to his front door. 
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WALLACE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 38 


in an anarchistic society they would find that 
might makes right. 

Despite our affluence, we're now at the 
unhappiest state since the Civil War. I'm happy 
to see the challenges from the young, because 
| think it will work out all right. If I'm wrong, 
I'll remember these words the rest of my life 
because we will wind up with a truly repressive 
society. 

Penthouse: What about the hero-making 
cult in America that elevates a Joe Namath? 
Has this affected the way you create your 
fictional heroes ? 

Wallace: No, but it has had an effect on me. | 
want to be the Joe Namath of writers, cool on 
a Sunday afternoon, the David slaying Goliath. 
What is beautiful about Namath is that he is 
with it today, wears his hair the way he wants, 
boozes, stays out late at nights. He has proved 
that the old Y.M.C.A. way is nonsense, that all 
you need is a talent and the will to use it. 
Penthouse: Some young writers maintain 
that pot releases their creativity. Have you had 
any such experience ? 

Wallace: When all the kids were trying it, | 
decided to try it. But for a person conditioned 
the way | was, on Scotch and good Cognac, | 
didn’t get the full experience. | don't fight the 
kids about it, but | am turned off by uncontrolled 
LSD and speed. One of my young friends flipped 
out completely on LSD and is now in a state 
institution. 

Pot certainly did not help my creativity. | 
don't think | could any more turn out a well- 
honed chapter on pot than | could do it on 
booze. You can take six or eight belts of liquor 
and your mind starts soaring and you think you 
are writing well, but when you look at it the 
next day it's the scrawling of an idiot. The idea 
of the brilliant drunken writer is just a legend. 
It's like the myth that the writer functions better 
because he is poor and living in an attic. 
That's when you sell out, when you're in an 
attic. You'll write anything because you're 
desperate and vulnerable. 

Penthouse: In The Seven Minutes, there is a 
strong political motive in some of the people 
trying to suppress pornography. Do you think 
that real-life political figures who speak out 
against pornography—like President Nixon— 
are honestly concerned or politically oppor- 
tunistic ? 

Wallace: In Los Angeles we have had 306 
arrests on obscenity laws in the last month. 
There has been a new obscenity division set 
up in the District Attorney's office. | think this is 
Partially political; there is a feeling that this is 
a good move with the voters. | hate to answer 
this way, but some of the officials who have 
spoken out—like Ronald Reagan—are basically 
concerned. Their stand comes out of their 
character and their background. | knew Reagan; 
he was my superior officer in the Air Force. 
He was Mr. Clean, a very square fellow, and | 
think he really believes that pornography can 
destroy the nation and we can become one with 
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| @@lts very difficult for a 

| married writer with children. 

| You have to watch out 

| that you don’t become 
inhibited because your wife 

| reads what you write @®@ 


| Irving Wallace with Henry Miller, author of 
| Tropic of Cancer. 


ancient Rome. | think Max Rafferty is honest in 
his opposition. But with Nixon, I'd have to say 
it was only half and half. 

Penthouse: Ina society that accepts Portnoy’s 
Complaint, do you think there is any real threat 
to a writer's freedom of expression ? 

Wallace: Certainly we have let the bars down 
further than at any time in our history. | am 
concerned about a reaction. | have some reason 
for concern about suppression. When | wrote 
The Chapman Report, it was taken by my 
English publisher, an esteemed house. They 
set the book in galleys and it was all ready to go. 
Suddenly they began to get protests from all 
sorts of places. They also published textbooks 
and religious books and those people said they 
would boycott my publishing house if it went 
ahead with Chapman Report. The publisher 
gave up on my book and wouldn't bring it out. 
Fortunately, a small publishing house, Arthur 
Barker, which was not subject to such pressures, 
bought the galleys and brought out the book 
and it was a smash hit. 

Penthouse: Some people say they can 
recognize a number of the characters in The 
Seven Minutes as real Californians. Along with 
Harold Robbins and Jacqueline Susann, 
you've been accused of exploiting real people 
with sensational fiction. Everyone knows that 
Robbins’s The Carpetbaggers has many 
parallels with the life of Howard Hughes. 
Wallace: | think that is all right. There are some 
fine books that have been done doing exactly 
that, such as Robert Penn Warren's Al/ the 
King’s Men. That was Huey Long and many of 
the people around him. | don’t mind the stories 
that | do this the way Robbins does, though | 
don’t really do it much. In The Plot there was 
something of Eisenhower and a little of Harry 
Truman. | admit that Christine Keeler and 
Mandy Rice-Davies suggested the idea for 
Medora Hart in The Plot. But | went on and 


invented a great deal because I wanted my own 
character and did not want to invite a law suit. 

I'll admit using some real people, but usually 
they are not famous. In The Chapman Report 
| took about six or eight women that I'd known 
personally long ago. | listed the real names 
and wrote after them what | knew about their 
hangups and problems and their sex lives, some 
of which were absolutely bizarre and fascinat- 
ing. Then | cut off the real names and threw 
them away, because | couldn’t have that 
around. | combined some of the real material 
and began to imagine things that worked out 
better with the story. In the end | used four of the 
real women and about half of what | wrote was 
true. Now here's an odd story. After the book 
was out, one of these women, really an 
attractive brunette, dropped by the house to 
have me autograph a copy. She had inspired 
the character of the nymphomaniac, Naomi, 
and had once taken on an entire band. Yet she 
said to me: “Wow, these girls in your book are 
fantastic. I’m so dull, and | wish | were interest- 
ing enough for you to put me in a book.” 

How can you not use real people? You're 
with real people all the time, and you make 
notes on them in your mind. | write a lot from 
my own experience. And this is very difficult 
for a married writer with children. You have to 
watch out that you do not become inhibited 
because your wife reads what you write and 
may ask you how you know about such-and- 
such a girl. I've talked to other married writers 
and this is a very tough problem—being honest 
and not embarrassing those around you. 

Women actually seem eager to get into one’s 
books. | travel a lot and cross the Atlantic twice 
a year in a ship like the France and | meet a lot 
of people. Many women will start up after one 
drink, when they know you are a writer, and tell 
you about their sex lives. They somehow trust 
you and half-hope you'll use something about 
them in a book. They can’t be harmed by it, but 
they'll be able to recognize it and be immorta- 
lized—for a day anyway. 

Penthouse: Do you know why your books are 
bestsellers ? 

Wallace: | was once asked that by the New 
York Times. | said that when | got the idea for 
The Prize | was nearly unhinged by the 
excitement. So the idea was first “popular” 
with me. | thought then of no public, no best- 
seller lists, no royalty checks, no acclaim. | 
thought of nothing except that here was a 
Provocative story and | wanted to know its 
outcome. If | have to write a book because | 
love it, to satisfy my own curiosity in the 
characters or its subject, then perhaps thousands 
of other people with the same common interests 
I have may want to buy or borrow some of my 
make-believe. 

There are other factors. My publisher says 
that you should be able to explain what a book 
is about in one sentence. It helps, too, if the 
literary community picks you up, the way they 
did with Saul Bellows and Philip Roth. Good 
promotion helps, but it cannot do it alone. 
There is also a cumulative effect when you've 
written a number of books people have liked; 
they'll try a new one because of your name. 
My publisher says | have such a built-in 
audience of about 50,000, though | must 


confess | never really believed this. 
Penthouse: Granting your aversion to dis- 
cussing money, what would you say about your 
motivations ? 
Wallace: My one drive has been to achieve 
independence, and books are the last sanctuary 
of freedom for the writer. | wrote for the 
magazines for years, and there were always the 
editors to satisfy. | was hired as a movie-script 
writer at $750 a week and in a year | was 
desperately trying to find any way to get out. 
| had always wanted to write books. | wrote 
four non-fiction books, and the most any one 
made was $5,000. One day | went out and 
bought all the best-selling novels for the last 
two years and spent a good part of the summer 
reading them. A couple were wonderful, but 
the rest were horrible and | said if | can’t do 
that well | don’t deserve to call myself a writer. 
1 wrote my first novel, The Sins of Philip 
Fleming, and it didn’t sell but it was a big thing 
to see in print and | tried again. After 100 pages 
of The Chapman Report | ran out of money, 
considered going back to the studios and just 
couldn't face it. | raised enough money from a 
reprint house to finish the book and | told 
myself that from now on I'm going to write 
books. I'll write day and night, under three 
names if | have to, but I’m going to be a free 
man and someday people will buy what | 
write. The Chapman Report turned out to be 
the one. 

Once the publishers need you more than you 
need them, you're free. They may offer 
suggestions, but no one tells you what to do. 


It is a very heady thing. The one thing you 
have to cope with is being your own boss and 
the need to discipline yourself. You have to 
create your own deadlines, play elaborate 
games of scaring yourself. 
Penthouse: After six straight 
don’t you begin to relax? 
Wallace: Each time | go through the same 
trauma. | have no confidence at all that I'm 
going to succeed again. | get childishly 
nervous. | was in a real sweat about The Seven 
Minutes. \‘ve known writers who have had a 
couple of bestsellers and today you don't 
even know their names. Each time | ask, “Am 
| losing touch? Am | indulging myself and 
writing something that has no connection 
with what's out there ? Has the country moved 
past me, and I'm here and they are there?” 
Penthouse: You've said that no one can 
deliberately set out to write a bestseller. What 
about Naked Came the Stranger, which was 
deliberately carpentered as a badly written 
dirty book by a couple of dozen newsmen—and 
made the Top Ten? 

Wallace: To quote Richard Nixon, I'm glad 
you raised that question. The fellow from 
Newsday who put that book together came to 
interview me in New York recently. He said, 
“Look, Wallace, we've shown that we could 
manufacture a bad book and make it a best- 
seller.” | asked him if it was a bestseller when 
no one knew that it was a contrived stunt. He 
said, no, it was selling only fair. “Right!” | 
said, “and then you broke the big secret and it 
became an in-joke and a sensation and people 


bestsellers, 


began to buy it out of curiosity.” Without the 
stunt, the book might have sold at best 7,000 
copies. He admitted that privately to me, but 
has never said so publicly and I'd like to put it 
in the record. 

I've had writers who say they have imitated 
me. They figured there was a formula, studied 
my books, wrote something and had it pub- 
lished. Not one of them has done well. They've 
imitated other people with the same result. No 
writer | know who has had bestsellers—Irving 
Stone, Leon Uris—has ever per se tried to 
write a bestseller. But no matter what you 
say, it always comes out the same in the 
newsmagazines. If | had a formula | certainly 
wouldn't do all the work that | do. | started 
research away back in 1961 on my next novel 
and | wouldn't go through all of that if there 
were some simple and easy way to do it. | 
respect writing and | have a private integrity. 
I've written all my life and | love it and have 
studied it. The longest distance on this earth 
is the distance between what | can visualize 
in my mind and what goes down on the paper 
before me, and | keep trying to close the gap. 
But the critics keep talking about my “formula” 
and picture me laughing all the way to the bank. 

My wife recently went through the things we 
save, and she found three cartons of rejection 
slips—cartons. She said, "If people who say 
you made it overnight or that you were simply 
lucky could see this, they'd be stunned.” | 
keep them here in my workroom—just as a 
reminder. 

Penthouse: Mr. Wallace, thank you. Ot, 
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posts and naked as the day his mother, 
shrieking Teutonic obscenities, had 
delivered him up to the concentration 
camp's M.O. A balled-up pair of Candy- 
floss’s bikini-briefs had been stuffed in 
his mouth and tied in place with a 
twisted length of nylon tights. On either 
side of the bed, his beauteous captors 
gazed down on him—Wanda wearing a 
blood-red nylon cire —mini-smock, 
Candyfloss dressed simply and effec- 
tively in her shiny green thigh-boots— 
plus the matching ribbon bow disciplin- 
ing her riotous blonde tresses. 

“I'm your natural cousin, Rudi,” 
Wanda announced, affably. “And this is 
my best friend and helpmate, Candy- 
floss. Between us, we're going to lam 
the living daylights out of you.” 

“Mmmmm-mm-ughhh \" 

“Unless,” Candyfloss chirped up, 
“you want to spill the dirt about your 
boss, Fartlaueder.”’ 

“As | was saying,” Wanda grated, 


with a displeased flash of her green 
eyes at the nymphet, “First, we work you 
over, but good. When | take that gag off, 
you talk. If you don't, we just start all 
over again.” 

“Mmmm-grrmmrrm |" 

“He'll probabiy have a low pain- 
tolerance, this one,” Wanda muttered, 
selecting a thin-thonged rhino-hide 
whip from the travelling-set laid out on 
the escritoire. ‘‘Pale blue eyes—always 
a dead giveaway.” 

“Well, leave some for me, Booful,” 
the Ballet Rosebud pouted. “Try not to 
let yourself get carried away, huh ?” 

Wanda had barely begun to warm to 
her task when she dropped her arm and 
scowled fiercely down at her writhing, 
moaning victim. “The schweinhund 
likes it! she snapped. ."He’s just 
another of those lousy perverts!” 

“The evidence certainly goes a long 
way to support that conclusion,” Candy- 
floss murmured, reaching over and 
causing a subsonic T-W-A-N-G-G-G! 
to vibrate the air around them. 

“The evidence," her mistress gritted, 
“would support the Leaning Tower of 
Pisa—in an earthquake. What do | have 
to do to make this long streak of kessel- 
fleisch dig I'm not grooving away like 
this for A/s benefit ?” 
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Pretending to be pondering the 
problem, her delectable handmaiden 
took a turn about the room. When she 
addressed Wanda again, her voice had a 
convincingly resigned—almost martyred 
—note to it. 

“Can't see any other way around it, 
Booful. I'll just have to ride this stallion 
into the ground, as they say, then turn 
him over to you, all passion spent, as 
they also say. That'll take the cockiness 
out of him.” 

A quick glance into Bonenkruncher's 
shifty eyes told Wanda the nymphet had 
put her finger right on the pulse. “All 
right,”” she shrugged, “we'll try it your 
way. But | don’t know how you can 
degrade yourself like that, with a man.” 
(She made the word sound like a 
noxious smell.) 

“You're so right,’ Candyfloss sighed. 

“| do truly despise myself for it. , . Now, 
where did | put those spurs and that 
tiding-crop ?” 
Half-an-hour later—and to Wanda’s ill- 
concealed irritation—the whacked-out 
Westapo chief indicated his prepared- 
ness to talk, before she had even 
finished crosshatching the derisory 
weals laid across him earlier. But the 
tale he panted out more than com- 
pensated the young chatelaine of the 
von Kreesus sch/oss for her spoiled 
sport. 

Fartlaueder—under his real name of 
Kochbascher, back in 1944—had been 
Irma Greese’s secret lover and had 
fathered the infant Rudi. Later, his zeal 
in recruiting reliable ex-Nazi policemen 
and judges for the American Occupation 
authorities had won him a key position 
in the Rehabilitation & Records office, 
where it had been a simple matter to 
erase all records of his true persona and 
to set his foot on the ladder to political 
power. 

“Dynamite !" Wanda breathed, when 
Rudi was through. 

“But where's the proof?” Candyfloss 
frowned, stubbing out her cigarette butt, 
slowly, on Rudi's belly-button. 

“I've kept it all!’ the broken stallion 
shrieked. “Photographs taken at the 
christening . . . love-letters . . . human- 
skin lampshades inscribed ‘His’ and 
‘Hers’ !"" 

“Take the key to his pad, Pusscake, 
and bring the stuff back here. I'll radio 
Sebastian to land a chopper on the 
penthouse roof at midnight—after a 
little chat with the Chancellor, to clear 
the flight. We're taking this sch/ach- 
platte here back to the sch/oss, where 
we can keep him under our constant 
sway.” 

“Good thinking, Booful,”” Candyfloss 
purred. “I was just about to suggest that 
very thing...” 
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